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The Honeſt IWhore, 
ACTVS PRIMVS. SCEANA PRIMA, 
Enter at one dore a Fanerall, a Coronet lying on the Heave, Seut« 
chins and Garlands hanging on the ſides, attended by Gaſparo 
Trebatzi, Duke of Millan, Caſtruchio, Sinezi, Pioratto 
— and others at another dore. Enter Hipolito m diſco 
terit arance +: Matheo a Gent bu friend, lubourmg 
to bold hm backe, PO 
Dake. 
m_ Commer ſhewes his head againe; 
roi ath he thus at croſſe-turnes throwne on ys 
Prodigious lookes; Twice hath he troubled 
The waters of our eyes; See,hee's turnde wilde; 
Go on in Gods name, 
All. On afore there ho, 
Duke Kinſmen and friends, take from your manly fides 
Your weapons to keep back the deſperate boy 
Fromdoing violence to the innocent dead, 
—_ I pray thee deere Mathee. 
theo Come y are mad, 
Hig. 1 do arreft thee murderer:ſet downe, 
Villaines ſet downe that ſorrow, "tis all mine. 
Dwke I dobefeech you all,for my blouds ſake 
Send hence your milder ſpirits; and let wrath 
iomein confederacy with your Weapons points; 
If heproceed to vez vs,let your {words 
Seck out his bowels:funcral griefe loathes worcs, 
All Set on, 
Hip. Set downe the body, 
Mat. O my Lord' 
Y are wrong: ith open ſireer?you ſce ſhee's dead, 
Hip. 1 know ſhe is not dead, 
Dake Franticke yong man, 
Wilt thou belecue theſe Gentlemen?pray ſpeake: 
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Thou doſt abuſe my child, and mockſt the teares 
That heere are ſhed for her : If ro behold 
Thoſe roſes withered, that ſet our her cheekes: 
That pairc of ftarres that gaue her body light, : 
Darkned and dim for euer: All thoſe riucrs 
Thar fed her veines with warme and crimſon ſtreames, 
Frozen and dried vp: If theſc be ſignes of death, 
Then is ſhe dead, Thou ynreligious youth, 
Art not aſham'd to empty all theſe eyes 
Of funerall teares (a debr due to the dead) 
As mirth is to the liuing: Sham'ſ chou nor 
To hauc them (tare on thee?hark,thou art curſt 
Euen to thy face, by thoſe that ſcarce can ſpeake. 
Hg. My Lord, 
Duke What wouldſt thou haue?is ſhe not dead? ( 
Hey. Oh,you ha kild her by your cruelty, | 
Dxke Admit I had,thou kill't her now againe; 
And art more ſauage then a barbarous Moore. 
Hip. Let me bur kiſſc her pale and bloudleſle lip, 
Dake O he,fie,fie. 
Hip. Or if not tourh her,let me look on her, 
Math, As you regard your honour, 
Hy. Honour! ſmoake, 
At, Or if you lou'd her living, ſparc her now. 
De 1,well done fr,you play the Gentleman, 
Stealc hence: 'tis nobly | 096 Ar ioync 
My force to your,to ſtop this violent torment: 
Paſſe on, Exeunt with Fuxerall. 
Hy. AMatheo thou dot wound me more, 
Math. 1 giue you PR noble friend, not wounds, 
Duke Oh well ſaid, well done, a true gentleman: 
Alack, I know the ſea of louers rage 
Comes ruſhing with ſo ſtrong a diderit beates 
And beares downe all reſpe&ts of life,of honour, 
Of friends,of foes, forget her gallant yourh, 
Her. Forget her? 
Dwke Na,na,be bur patient: 


For why deaths hand hath ſued a ſtrict diuorce 
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Twixt her and thee: what's beautic but a coarſe? 
What bur faire ſand-duſt are earths pureſt formes: 

ueenes bodies are but trunkes to put in wormes, 

Matheo Speak no more ſentences, my good Lord, bur (li 
hence; you ſee they are but fits, T'lerule him I warrant ye.l,fo, 
ercad gingerly, you Grace is hecre ſomewhat too long alrea. 
dy. noud the ieaſt were now, if hauing tane ſome knockes 
o'th pate already,he ſhould gerlooſe againe, and like a madde 
Oxe, toſſe my new blacke cloakes into the keunell.] mult hu. 
mour his Lordſhip:my Lord Hypolito, is it in your Romacke to 
goe to dinner? 

— Where is the body? 

atheo The body,as the Duke ſpake very wiſely, is gone 
tobe werm'd, 

Hip. 1 cannot reſt, Tle meete it at next turne, 

Ile ſee how my louelookes, Matheo holds him in; armes. 

Mathes How your loue looke?werle than a ſcarre-crow, 
wraſtle nor with me:the great felow giues the fal for a duckat, 

Hypolito I (hall forget my {elfe, 

AMathzo Pray do fo, leaue your ſelfe behind your ſelfe,and 
£0 Whither you will, $'foor, do you long to haue baſe rogues 
that maintaine a faint Anthonies hre in their noſcs(by nothin 

but rwo peny Ale)make ballads of yowif the Duke had but f 
much mettle in him,as is in acoblers awle,he would ha been a 
yext thingrhe and his traine had blowne you vp, bur that their 
powder haz taken the wet of cowards:you'le bleed three por- 
tles of Aligant, by this light, if you follow em, and then wee 
{hal haue a hole made in a wrong place,to haue Surgeons role 
thee vp like a babie in ſwadling clouts, 

Hipolito What day is to day, Matheo? 

AMutheo Yea mary,this is an eahe queftion: why to day is, 
let me ſee, Thurſeday. Hyolito O,Thurſeday, 

Munheo Heere's a coile for a dead commodity, foote wo- 
men when they are alive are bur dead commodities, for you 
ſhall hauz one woman lie ypon many mens hands. 

Hipolito She Gied on monday then, 

Mathes And that's the moſt villanous day of all the week 
to dic in;and ſhe was well,and cat a meſle of water-grewel 
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monday morning. 

Hy. I, it cannot bee, 

Such a bright taper ſhould burne out ſo ſoone, 

Mat. O yes my Lord, ſo ſoone: why I ha knowne ther, 
that at dinner hauc beene as well,and had ſo much health,that 
they were glad to pledge it,yet before three a clock haue bene 
found dead daunke. 

Hy. On thurſeday buried! and on monday dyed, 

Quick haſt birlady: ture her winding ſheete 

Was aid out fore her body, and the wormes 

That now muſt feaſt with her, were cucn beſpoke, 
And folemnely inuited like ſtrange gueſts, 

Meat. Strange feeders they are indeed my Lord, and like 
your Icaſter or yong Courticr, will enter ypou any mans trees 
cher without bidding, 

Hip. Curſt be that day for euer that robd her 
Of breath, and me of blifle, henceforth let it tand 
Within the Wizards booke(the kalender) 

Markt with a marginall finger, to be choſen 

By theeues, by villaines,and black murderers, 

As the beſt day for them to labour in. 

If henceforth this adulterous bawdy world 

Be got with child with treaſon, facriledge, 
Atheiſme, rapes, treacherous friendſhip, periuey, 
Slaunder,(the beggars finne)lies,(finne of fooles) 
Or any other damn d impieries, 

On Monday let 'em be delivered, 

] ſweare to thee Mathes, by my foule, 
Heercafter weekely on that day Tle glew 

Mine cic-lids downe, becauſe they ſhall not gaze 
On any fema! : cheeke, And being locker vp 

In my cloſe «-anber, there le meditace 

On no:aing but my Infalices end, 

Or -1 a dead mans (cull draw out mine owne, 

Mn. You'e docall theſe good workes now euery mon- 
day, becauſe it is ſo bad : but 1 hope vpon tueſday morning I | 
(hall rake you with a wench, | 


Hy. It cucc whilſt fraile bloud through my veines runne, 
vj; 


On womans beames I throw affeQion, 
Saue her that's dead: or that I loolely flic 

To'th ſhore of any other wafting cie, 

Let me not proſper heauen, I will be true, 

Euen to her duſt and aſhes:could her tombe 

Strand whilſt I liu'd ſo long, that it might ror, 

That ſhould fall downe, but ſhe bee ne re forgor, 

Mat. If you haue this ſtrange monſter, Honeſtie, in your 
belly, why io Iig-makers and Chroniclers ſhall picke ſome. 
thing out of you : buraud I imell not you and a bawdy houſe 
out withintheſe ten daies, let my noſe bee as big as an E ng- 
liſh bag-pudding : Tle follow your Lordſhip,though ic be to 
the place aforcnamed, Exermt. 


Enter Fuftigo in ſome famtaſtich Sea-frate at one 
dove, a Porter necetes him at another. 

Fuſt. How now Porter, will (he come? 

Porter Tf 1 may truſt a woman fir, ſhe will come, 

Fuſt. There's for thy paines, godamercy, if cuerI ſand in 
need of a wench that «/ | come with a wet finger, Porter,thou 
ſhalt carne my money before an Clariſans in Millaine; yer ſo 
god ſa me ſhee's mine owne fiſter body and ioule, as lama 
Chriſtian Gentleman;fare-well, I'le ponder till ſhe come:thou 
haſt bene no bawd in ferching this woman, I aſſure thee. 

Porter No matter if I had fir, better men then Porters are 
bawdes, 

Fuſt. O God fir, many that haue borne Offices, Bur Por- 
ter art ſure thou wentf1 into a true houſe? 

Porter I thinke fo, for Imet with no thicues, 

Fuſt. Nay, but art ſure it was my lifter Vela. 

Porter I am ſure by all ſuperſcriptions it was the party you 

Fuſt. Nor very tall. (ciphered, 

Porter Not very low, a midling woman, 

Fuſt. "Twas ſhe 'faith, 'rwas ſhe,a pretty plumpe cheek like 

Porter At a bluſh, a little very much like you, (mine, 

Fuſt Gods fo,I would not for a duckat ſhe had kick: vp her 

heeles, for I ha ſpent an abhominatlon this voyage , marie 1 


didir amongſt Sailers and Gentlemen:there's a little modicum 
more 


more, Porter, for making thee ſtay farewell honeſt Porter, 


Emer Viola, 

Fu.Not ſo neither good Porte1;geds li.'s,yorder he coms, 
Siſter Viola,] am glad to ſee you liurting:ir's newes to have me 
heere, iſt not hifter? 

Viola Yes truſt me: I wondred who ſhould bee fo bold to 
ſend for me: your welcome to Millar brother. 

Fuſt. Troth hiter I heard you were marricd to a very rich 
chuffe; and I was very ſorry FA it,that Ihhad no better clothes, 
and'that made mee lend : for you know we Millaners lone to 
ſtrut vpon Spaftiſh leather, And how docs all our friends? 

Viela Very well; you haue trauclled enough now, Itrow, 
to ſowe your wilde oates, 

Fuſt. A pox on em; wilde oates, I ha not an cate to throw 
at a horſe; troth lifter I ha ſfowde my oates , and reapt 200 
duckats if I had em heere,marry I mult entreat youto leud me 
ſome thirry or forty till the ſhippe come, by this hand Tle diſ- 
charge at my day,by this hand, 

Vrola Theſe are your old oathes, 

Fuſt, Why filter, do you thinke Ile forſweare my hand? 

Viola Well, well,you ſhall have them : pur your ſelfe inte 
better faſhion, becauſe I muſt employ yonin a ferious matter, 

Ful#, The (weate like 3 horſe if I like the matter, 

Viola Youhaue caſt off all your old ſwaggering humours, 

Fuſt. 1 had not faild a league in that great fiſh-pond (the 
S$ca) but I caſt vp my very gall. 

V. ola ] am the more ſory,for I muſt employ a true ſwagge- 
rer, 
Fuft. Nay by this yron ſiſter, they ſhall find I am powder 
and couch-boxe,if chey pur fire once into me, 

Viola Then lend me your cazes, 

Fuſt, Mine cares are yours deere fiſter, 

V:ola I am mariied to a man that haz wealth enougl., and 
wit enough, 

Fuſt, A Linnen Draper T was told ſiſter, 

Viola Very trug, a grae Citizen, I want — . 
wife can wiſh from a husband : bur heeres :he ſpite, hee haz 
nec 


Porter Jamin your debr fir,God preſcrue you, Ext. 


— 
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not all things belonging to a man, 

Fuſt. Gods lie, 's a very mandrake, or elſe (God 
bleſſe vs) one _ | — on worſe, and then all 
the children ets hſter, are 
baſtards by a ſtatute, Y dell” hs 

Vis. © you runne ouer me too faſt brother, I have heard it 
often ſaid, chat he who cannot bee angry is no man; I am ſure 
my husband is a manin prine, for all things elſe, ſaue onely in 
this, no can moue him, 

Fuſft. $lid, woud he bad beene at ſea with vs,hee ſhould ha 
EIRgn Sagan, tor T'le beſworne la, our drun- 
ken ſhip reel'd like a Dutchman, 

Viala No loffſe of goods can increaſe in him a wrinkle, ns 
crabbed language make his countenance ſowre,the ſtubburn- 
nes of no ſeruant ſhake him, he haz no more gall in him than 2 
Doue, rio more Ring then an Ant: Mufitian will he never bee, 
(yer] finde much mukcke in him) but hee loues no frets, and 
is ſo free from anger, that many times I am ready to bite off my 
tongue it wants thatvertue which all womensto 
haue(to anger their huſbands:) Brother,mine can by no 
der, turne him into a ©. 

Fuft. Belike his bloud, fifter, is well brewd then, 

Vols I proteſt to thee Fufhigo, I love him moſt affedtio. 
nately , but I know not —» I ha fuch a tickling with- 
— — ſtrange longing; nay , veſtly 1 doe 
Fafige Then yare with childe fiſter, by all fFgnes and 
tokens; nay, Iam partly a Phyfician, —_— ſomething 
elſe, 1 ha read Albertw Magnus, and Arffocles Em 

Vole, ee en mayngg 
are not wanton, but wayward: I long to have my pati 

== 


band cate vp a whole P ine, to the incent, t 
quils may ficke about his lippes like a flemmiſh muſtacho, 
and be ſhot atme : Iſhall be then thenew Moone, vn= 
leſſe I can make him horne mad. 
Fuft. S'foote halfe a quarter of an houre does that : make 
a cuckold, 
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Viola. Puh, he would count fuch a cut no vnkindneſle, 

Fuſt, The honeſter Cittizen he then make him druak and 
eut off*his beard, 

Viola Fic,fic, idle,jdle, hee's no French-man, to frer at the 
tofſe of a little {cal'd haire, No brother, thus it ſhall bee, you 
muſt be ſecret. 

Fu. As your Mid-wite I proteſt hiſter,or a Barber-ſurgeon, 

Viola Repaire to the Tortops þeere in S.Chriſtopher: ſtreere, 
I will ſend you mony,turne your ſelfc into a braueman:inſteed 
of the armes of your miſtreſle,let your ſword and your milita- 

ſcarfe hang abour your necke, 

Feſt, I muſt have a great Horſc-mans French feather tov 
ſiſter, 

Viola O,by any meanes,to ſhew your light head, elſe your 
hat will fit like a coxcombe : to be briefe, you muſt bee in all 
points amoſt terrible wide mouth'd ſwaggerer, 

Fuſt. Nay,for iwaggering points let me alone. 

Visla Reſort then to our Shop, and (inmy husbands pre. 
ſence) kiſſe me,ſnatch rings, iewels, or any thingyſo you giue 
it backe agen brother in ſecret, 

Fuſt, Ry this hand ſiſter, 


Viola Sweare as if you came but new from Koight. 


ing. 
F ſt. Nay,Tle {weare after 400 a yeare, 

Vila Swagger worle then a Lievetenant-among freſh 
water ſoitldicrs,call me your loue, your ingle, your coſen;or (o; 
but ſiſter at no hand, 

Fit. No,no,it ſhall be cozen; or rather cuz that's the gul.. 
ling word betweene the Cittlzens wines and their old dames, 
that man em tothe gardenzto call you one a mine aunes,fiſter, 
were as good as call you arrant whore: no,no;let mealone to 
cozen you rarcly, 

Viola Haz heard Ihaue a brother, bur neuer ſaw him, ther- 
fore put on a good face, 

Fuſt. The beſt in Millan TI wartane; 

Viola Take yp wares, buripay vething, rifle my boſome, my 
pocket, my purte, the boxes for mony:to dice withall but bro- 
wer, you muſt giue all back agen in ſecret, .! | 

| Fuſtige 
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Fufgo By this welken that heere roares 1 will; or fe 
let mee neuer know what a ſecret is: why fiſter do youthinke 
Yle cunny-catch you, when = are my cozen? Gods my life, 
then 1 were a ſtarke Aſle, if Ifretnor his guts, beg mee for a 
foole. 

Viels Be circumipeR,and do (o then, farewell, 

Fauſt. The T ortoys hſter? The ftay therezforty duckats, F xi, 

Vols Thither Ile ſend: this law can none deny, 

W omen muſt haue their _ $,or they die, Exit. 
Gaſparo the Dube, Dottor Benedick, rwo ſernants, 
Duke Giue charge what none do enter, lock the dores; 
And fellowes,what your eyes and cares receiue, 
Vpon your liues truſt not the gadding aire 
To carry theleaſt part of it : the glaſle,the houre-glafſe, 
Dottor Heere my Lotd, 
Duke Ah, 'tis meere ſpent, 
But Doctor Benedich does your Art ſpeake truth? 
Art ſure the ſoporiferous ſtreame will ebbe, 
And leaue the Criftall banks of her white body 
(Pure as th ere ) iuft at the houre? 
Dotter lulkge the houre my Lord, 
Vncurtainc her: 
Softly ſweet DoRor: what a coldiſh heate 
Spreads ouer all her body. 

Dotfter Now it workes: 

The vitall ſpirrts that by a Neepie charme Fn 
Were bound yp faſt,and threw an icie ruſt 

On her exterior parts, now 'gin to breake; 
Trouble her not. my Lord. 

Duke Some ftooles:you cal'd 

For mufick,did you not?Oh ho, ir ſpeakes, 

It{peaks,watch firs her waking, note thoſe ſands, 

Door fit downe: A Dukedome that ſhould wey mine 

Owne downe twice,being putinto one ſcale; 

And that fond de eboy Hyelis, 

Making the weight vp, ſhould not (at wy hands) 

Buy her i'th tother, were her fate more li 

Than hers, who makes a m__ vp with 
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Deftor Te Rarue her on the Appenine 
Exe he (hall _—_— I muſt confeſle, 
Hepolito is nobly ja man, 
Did not mine enemies bloud boile in his veines, 
Whom I would court to be my ſon-in-law? 
But Princes whole high ſpleenes for empery ſwel, 
Are not with eafie Art made paralell, 
2 Ser. She wakes my Lord, Dake Look Door Benedick, 
I charge you on your lives maintaine for truch, 
Whatere the DoQor or my ſelfe averre 
For you ſhall beare her hence no Bergaine, 
Inf. Oh God, what fearefull dreames? . 
Dotter Lady. Inf. Ha, 
Dake Guile, 
Why Infelſha,how iſt now,ha,ſpeake? 
Inf. Trae well, what makes this Door heere? me well. 
Dwkes Thou wert not ſocuen now, ficknes pale hand 
Laid hold on thee cuen in the dead of feaftin 
And when a cap crown'd with thy touers health 
Had touch — aſencible cold dew, Fi 
Stood on thy cheekes, as if that death wept # 
To fre ſuch beauty altered, 
Inf. 1remember 
Ifate at banquer, bur felt no ſuch change. 
| Dukg Thou haſt forget then how a meſſenger 
Came wildely in with this vnfauory newes 
| That hee was dead. 
Inf. What meſſenger?who's dead? 
Duke Hyipoltoalacke,wring not thy hands, 
Inf. 1 ſaw no meſſenger, heard no ſuch newes.. 
Deftor Truſt me you did ſweete Lady. 
Duke Layounow. 2 Serments Yes indeed Madan, 
| Duke La u now, 'tis well God knowes.. 
Inf. You haſlaine him, and now youle murder mee. 
Duke Good Infeliſha vex not thus thy ſelfe, 
Of this the bad report before did ftrike 
So coldly to the heart, that the ſwift currents 
Of life were all frozen vp. 
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ſuf. Ir is verve, 
Tis moſt ynerue, O mot ynnarurall father? 
Duke And had much to do by Arts beſt cunning, 


we 


To fetch life back againe- 
Doftor Moſt cerraine Lady. 


2 Ser. Yes indeed, my Lord, much. 
Death drew ſuch fearefull piftures is thy face, 


That were Hipolite aluue agen, 

Tle knedle _— the noble Gentleman 
To be thy husband : now I fore 

My neſſe te him and his faruy; 
Nay,do not weep for cy br all muſt die: 
DoRorrthis place where ſhe ſo oft hath ſeene 
ice hauntsher,does it not? 
Doubdeſſe, my Lord, it does. 


Therefore ſweet girle thou ſhalt to Bergen. 
Inf. Euen where you will, ;inany — - — Wn 
Duke A Coach is ready, Bergamo ſtand 
Jn a moſt wholſome aire, (weer walkes, there's Deare, 
I, thou ſhalt hunt and ſend ys veniſon, 
Which like ſome gods in the Coprie groues, 
Thine owne faire (hall arike; firs, you ſhall teach her 
To ftand, and how to ſhote, I, (he ſhall hunt: 
Caſt off this _ In girle, and prepare 
This night to ride away t© , 
Inf. © molt veepyy _ Exit. 
Duke Follow it cloſe. 
No words that ſhe was buried on your Tues, 
Or that her ghoſt walkes now after ſhee's dead; 
Vie hang you if you name 3 
1 Ser. Tle ſpeake Greeke,my Lord,ere I ſpeakethat dead- 
(Exeunt. 
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Vpon his name and death, O would t'were true, 

Dottor It may my Lord, | 

Dake May?how? I wiſh his death, 

Dottor And you may haue your wiſh;ſay but the word 
And 'tis a ſtrong Spell to rip vp his graue: 4 
I haue good knowledge with Hipol:to, 

He cals me friend, Ile creep into his boſome, 
And ſting him there to death; poiſon can do'r, 

Duke Performe it;1'le create thee halfe mine heire, 

Do(tor It ſhall be done,although the fat be fowle. 

Duke Greatneſle hides fin, the guilt ypon my ſoule, Exewnt 

Emer Caſtruchio, Pioratto, and Flucllo, 

Caſt. Signior Proratto, fignior Fluelle, ſhal's be merry? ſhal's 
play the wags now? 

Flu, 1, any thing that may beger the childe of laughter. 

Caſt. TruchT haue a pretty ſportiue conceit new crept into 
my braine, will moue excellent mirth, ie? 

Pio. Let $s ha't,let's ha'tand where ſhall the ſceene of mirth 

Caſt. At ſhgnior Candido's houſe, the patient man, nay the 
monſtrous patient man;they fay his bloud isiymmoueable, that 
he haz taken all patience from a man, and afl conſtancic from 
2 woman, | 

Flu. That makes ſomany whores now a daies. 

Caſt. 1,and ſo many knaues too, 

Pio, Well fir, my 

os To conclude, the report goes, hee's ſo milde, ſo affa- 
ble, ſo ſuffering, that nothing indeed can moue him : now do 
but think what ſport it will be to make this fellow(the mirror 
of patience) as angry, as yext, and as mad as an Engliſh Cuc+ 
kold, 

Flu. O, 'twere admirable mirth, that ; but how wil't bee 
done Signiorn? 

Caſt, Letme alone, I haue a trick, a conceit, a thing, a de- 
uice willing himi'faith,if he have but a thimblefull ofbleud 
in's belly,or a ſplecnenot fo big as a tauerne token, 

' Pig.) Thon ftirre him? thou moue him? thou anger him? 
alas, I know hisapproucd temper : thou vexe him? why hee 
haz a patience aboue mans iniuries : thou maiſt ſooner raiſe a 


m'n'# ſpleene 
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fpleene in an Angell,then rough humour in bim: why Tile give 
you inſtance for it, -This wonderfull temper'd Signior Candids 
vpona time invited home to his houſe certaipe Neapolitane 
Lords,of curious taſt,and no meane pallats,conjuring his wife 
of all loues, to prepare cheere fitting for ſuch honorable tren- 
cher-men. Shee(iuſt of a womans nature, couctous to try the 
vitermoſt of yexation, and thinking at laſt to ger the ſtart of 
his humour) willingly negleRed the >" became 
vnfurniſh, not onely of dainty,but of ordinary diſhes. He (ac- 
cording to the mildneſle of his breaſt) entertained the Lords, 
and with courtly diſcourſe beguiled the time(as much as a Cir 
tizen might do:) to conclude, they. were bungry Lords, fo 
there came no meat in; their ſtomackes: were phinely gul's 
and their teeth deluded, and(if anger could have ſeir.'d a man 
there was matter enough yfaith co vexe any citizen in the 
world,if he were not too much made a foole by his:wife, 

Flu. 1,T'le ſweare for't:sfoot,had it beege my caſe,I houl« 
ha plaid mad trickes with my wife and family : fir, T wouk 
ha ſpitted the men, ſtew'd the maides, and bak'tthemiſtrefle L 
and ſo ſeruedthemin. 

Pio. Why 'twould ha tempted any bloud but his, 

And thou to yex him? thou to anger him ; 
With ſome poore ſhallow ieſt? . 

Caſt. S'bloud Signior Pioratto (you that diſpara gemy cone 
ceit) Ile wage a hundred duckats vpon the head on't, that it 
moues him;frets him, and galles him, 

Pio. Done,'tis a lay,ioing gol's bn't:witneſle figuior Fluets, 

Caft. Wirneſle : 'tis done: | 
Come, follw me: the houſe is notfarre off, 

Tle thruft him from hbys humour vex his breaſt; 
And wianea hundred duckats by one ieft, '  Exeut. 


Enter Candidoes wife, George, and two Prentites 
411 in the ſhop. ' 
14Þ-+/ a AE. owe? 1 p of 
Wife Come, you put vp your wares in good orderhere;ds 
you not think you, one peece «alt ziſis way, attorher thac way? 
you had need haue a patient maiſter indeed, 1, 
| George: 
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George 1, Tic beſworne, for we haue a curſt miftreſſe; 

Wyfe You mumble,do you mumble? I would your Maiſts, 
er I could be a note more angry : for ewo patient folkes in a 
| houſe ſpoyle all the ſeruancs that euer ſhall come vnder them, 


1 Prentiſe You patient! I, (o the deuill when hee is horne 


Enter Caſtruchio,Fluello, 4+d Pioratto, 


All three Gentlemen,what do you lack? what it you buy? 
See fine hollands, fine cambrickes, fine lawnes, 

George Whar iſt you lacke? 

2 Prentiſe What iſt you buy? 

Caſt. Where's ſignior Candido thy Maiſter? (preſently, 

George Faith fignior, hee's a little negotiated, he'le appeare 

Caſt. Fellow, let's ſee alawne, a choice one.farra, 

George Thebcſt in all Afilles, Gentlemen, and this is the 

eece.l can fir you Gentlemen with fine callicoes too for dub- 

. lers, the onely ſweet faſhion now,moſt delicate and courtly,a 
mecke gentle calico,cut ypon two double affable raffatacs,ah 

molt neace, feate,and vnmacchable, 
' Flu. A notable-yoluble tongde villaine, 
Pio. 1 warrant this fellow was neuer begot without much 
 prating. 
q . What,and is this ſhe ſaiſt thou? 
George 1,and the pureſt ſhe that cuer you fingerd fince you 
were _— looke how cuen ſhe is, looke how cleane 
ſhe is, ha, a euen as the brow of Cinthia, and as cleane as your 
* ſonnes and heires when they ſpent all. 

Caſt. Pub, thou ralkſt, pox on't 'tis rou 

George How?is ſhe rough? but if you bid} 
rake away the roughnefſe preſently. 

Flu. Ha fignior; haz he firted your French curſe? 

George Looke you Gentleman, here's an other, compare 


them ] pray, compere Virgilam cum Homere, compare Virgins 

© WO = "aa 
4 | 29 you terme euener 

and cleaner, 27 : 
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George You may ſee futher for your minde, but rruſtmee 
you not find better for your body, Enter Candida, 
Caſt. O heere he comes, let's make as tho we paſſe, 

Come,come,wee le uy in ſome other ſhop, 

Cand. How now; what's the matter? 

George The Gentlemen find fault with this lawne, Fall our 
with it,and without a cauſe too, | 

Card. Without a cauſe! 
And that makes you to let 'em paſſe away: 
Ah: may I craue a word with you Gentlemen 

Flu. He cals vs. 

Caſt. Makes better for the ieft, 

Cand, 1 pray come neere, - y are very welcome gallant, 
Pray __ n. mans "= h forTfrare me » 
Ha's talk'tabouea Prentice with you, - Lawnes! 

Looke you kind gentlemen - this)no:-I this: 
Take this vpon my honeſt-dealing Rich, 
'To be a trueweaue,not too hard nor flack, 
But cene as farre from falſhoed,as from black. 
Caſt. Well, haw doyou rate ie? 
' Cand, Very conſcionably,18.s, 1 yard, 

Caſt. That's too deere: how many yards does the whole 
peece containe thinke you? = 

Cand. Why, ſome 17 yards, I thinke, or thereabouts, 
How much would ferue your tirne? I pray, 

Caft. Why let rae ſee--would it were better too, 

Card, Truth, 'tis the beſt in XMillan ar few words, 

Caſt. Well:lex me haue then a whole peny-worth, 

Cand. Ha,ha: y'are a merry Gentleman, 

Caſt. A pennorthIfay, Cand, Of Lawne! 

Caſt. of lawne? I of lawne, a pennorth, s'bloud doſt not 


xeare?a whole pennorth,are you deaffe? 
Card. Deafte?no Sir:but I muſt tell you, 
Our wates do {:1dome meere ſuch cullomers, 
Caſt. Nay,and you and your lawnes be ſo ſquearriſh, 
Fare you well, 
Cand. Pray ſtay,a wotd,pray Signior:for whatpurpoſe is ir 
I beſeech you? 


C Caſt, 
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Caf Sbload,what's that to you : Ile haue apegy-worth, 
Cand. A peny-worth/why you ſhall:Tle ſerue you preſent- 
2.Pren. Sfoot a peny-worth Miſtreſſe! (y. 

Aft. A peny-worth! call you theſe Gentlemen? 

Caſt. No,no:not there. 

Car. What then kinde Gentleman, what at this corner 

Caft. No not there neither, (hecro? 
Tle haue ir iuft in the middle, or elſe nor, 

Can, luſt in the middle; ha-you ſhall roo:whar? 

Haue youa ſingle peny? 

Caſt. Yes heere s one. Cand, Lendit me Ipray, 

Flu. An excellent followed iclt, 

Wyfe, What will —_— the lawne now? 

Card, Patience, g = _— 

" Wrife. 1, that patience makes a foole of you : Gentlemen, 
you might ba found ſome other Citizen hens made a kinde 
gull on, befides my husband, 

Card. Pray Gentlemen take her ro be a woman, 

Do not regard her language. --O kind ſoule; 
Such words will drive away all my cuſtomers, 

Wife. Cuſtomers with a murren: call you theſe cuſtomers? 

Cand. Patience, good wife, Wyfe. Pax a your patience, 

George. $'foot miſtreſle, I warrant theſe are ſogpe cheating 
companions. 

Cand. Looke you Gentleman, there's your ware, I thanke 
you, I haue your mony; heare, pray know my ſhop, pray Jer 
me haue your cuſtome, 

Wife Cuſtome quorth 2, 

Cand. Lerme & more of your mony, 

Wife. You had need fo. 

Pie. Harke in thine care, th'aſt loft an hundred duckats, 

Caſt. Well,well, I know't: iſt poſſible chat Homo 
Should be nor man, nor woman: not once mou'd; 

No not at ſuch an iniury,not at all! 
Sure hee's a pigeon, for he haz no 

Flu. Come,come, y*are angry tho you ſmothor it: 
Y'arevexrt ifaith, -confeſſe, Cand. Why Gentlemen 
Should you conccit me to be yext or mou d? 
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He haz my ware, I haue his mony for't, 
And that's no Argument I am angry: no 
The beſt Logitian cannoe proue me ſo, 
Flu. Oh,bur the hatefull name of a peny-worth of lawne* 
And then cutout, i'th middle of the peece: , 
Pah, I guefle ir by my ſelfe, would moue a lambe 
Were he a Linnen-draper» twouldi' faith, 
Can. Well,giue me leauc to anſwer you for thate 
We're ſet heere to pleaſe all cuſtomers, 
Their humours and their fancies: -offend none: 
We Dy many, if we leeſe by one, 
May be s mind ftood to no more then thae, 

A peny-worth ſerues him, and 'mongft trades 'tis found, 
Deny a , it maycroſſea . 

Oh, be meanes to thriue, with pztient eye 

Muſt pleaſe the deuill if he come to buy, 

Fls, O wendrous man, patient 'boue wrong or woe, 
How bleft were men, if women could be {o, 

Cand. And to exprefle how well my breaſt is plea('d, 
And ſatisfied in all: - George fill a beaker. Exit 
Tle drinke ynto that Gentleman, — 

Beftowed his mony with me. Wife. my life, 
We ſhall haue all our gaines drunk our in beakers, 
To make amendsfor peny-worths of lawne. Enter George 

Car. Here —_— you to the Gentleman, 

Wife. o__ tohim! Cand, George fil't vp againez 
"Twas t, my hand ſhooke, Exit George. 

Pio. How ſtrangely this doth ſhow? 

A patient man link't with a waſpiſh ſhrow, 

Fls. A filuer and gilt beaker : I haue atrick to work vpom 
that beaker, ſure *twill fret him, it cannot chooſe but vex him, 
Sig. Caftrachio, in pitry to thee, I haue a conceit, will ſaue thy 
Loo duckats yer, 'twill doo't,and work him to impatience. 

Caft. Sweet Fluels, 1 ſhould be bountifull to that conceites - 

Flu. Well*tis enough. Emer George, 

Car. Here Gentleman to you, 


Cf 1 pledge Fig Cath that muſt r6& 
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Pior. Te pledge them deepe yfaith Caſtruchia 
Yignior Fluello. ; 
Flu. Come:play t off: to me, 
| Tamvour laſt man, 
Cand, George lupply the cup. 
Flu. $0,10,g00d honeſt George, 
Heere Signior Candrdo,all this ro you, 
Can. O you mult pardon me,I vſc it nor, 
Flu. W.l| you not pledge me then? 
Cand, Yes,burt not that: 
Great loue is ſhowne inlietle, 
Fl, Blurt on your ſentences, - S'foote you ſhall pledge 
ce al * 
Cand, Tndced I ſhallnor, (then. 
Flix. Not pledge mee? $'bloud, Tle carry away the beaker 
Card, The beaker'oh'thar at your Sleaſere fir, | 
Flu.. Now by this drinkel will, 
Caſt. Pledge him, hee'le do'r elſe. 
Flu.So:T ha done you right on my thumb naile, 
' Wharwill you pledge menow? 
Can. You know me fir, I amnot of that fin, 
Flu, Why then farewell: , x 
| Tle beare away this beaker by this light. 
1h Cand. That's as yot! pleaſe. tis very good. 
Flu," Nay it doth pleaſe me, and as you ſay, 'tisa yery good 
| Fare- well Signiot Candide. i (0ne> 
I, Pio.” Farewell Candide. 
| Cand, Y'are welcome Gentlemen, 
| Caſt, "Heart, notmov'd yet? 
Ithinke his patience is abone our wit, (Exeunt. 
George Trold you before Miſtreſſe,they were all cheaters, 
Wife: Why foole, why hysband, why mad-man, Ih 
ou will 'hot let 'em'ſheake away ſo, With x filuer and. gilc 
ker, the beſt in the houſe too: go fellowes make hue and 


cry afcer them. 

Cand. Pray let your tongue lie ſtill, all will be well: - 
Come hith Oro e, hye wo the Con | ble” Tf , 
And'tn abbrerdes ith No tlicm, ded ) T 
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Make no great ſtirre, bcauſe they're Gentlemen, 
And athing partly done in merrimient, 
Tis but a {1zc aboue aieftthou know R, '" 
Therefore purſue jt mildely, go be gone, gaine, 
The Conftable's hard: by, bring himalong, - make (88 "4 
Wife. O y are a goodly patient Woodcock, are you nor 
now? (Exit George. 
Yee what your patience comes to : enery one ſaddles you, and 
rides you, you lc bee ſhortly the common ſtone horſe of Mil- 
 bin:a woman's well holp't vp with ſuch a meacockeygT had ra- 
ther haue a husband that would ſwaddle me thrice a day,then 
ſuch a one, that will bee gul'd ewice int halfe an houre : Oh Y 
| could burne all the wares in my ſhop fot ahger, | 
; Cand. Pray weare apcacefull r , be my wife, 
That is,be patient:for a wite and babes ) 
Share but one ſoule betweene them : this being knowne,  * 
Why ſhould not one ſoule-then agree in one? +: (Exit. 
Wife Hang your agreements: Bur if my beaker be CONC, -- 
Enter Caſtruchio,Fluello,Pioratto md George, - 
Cand. Oh, heere they come, 
' George The Conftabte fyr, let *em' come along with nice; 
becauſe there ſhould be no wondring: he ſtaies at dore, 
© Caſt. Conſtable g6odman Abram, | 
Flu, Now Signior Candido, Sbloud why do you atrach ys? 
Caſt, Sheartlattach ys! 
Cand. Nay ſweate not gallants, 
Your oathes may moue your ſoules, but nox moue mee 
You hauea filuer beaker of my wiues, 
Fl. You ſay not true: 'tis gilt, 
Card, Then you fay true, 
And being gilt, the guilt lyes more onyou, 
Caſt. I hope y are not angry fr. 
, Can, Then you hoperighr,for I am not gngry. 
Pzo. No, but alittle mou'd, 7 
| ard. I mou'd! 'twas you weremou'd, you were brought 
; Caft, Bur you(out of your anger and impatience) (hirher, 
: $dys40 be attacht, + ! 


, Kaz Niy you nuſplacete, 6 
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Out of my quier{ufferance I did that, 

And not of any wrath:had I ſhowne anger 

L hould haue then purſude you with the law, 
And hunted youto ſhame, as many worldlings , 
Do build their anger ypon feebler grounds, 

The more's the pitty; many looſe their liucs 


' For ſcarce ſo mucheoine as will hide their palme: 


Which is moſt cruell, thoſc hauc vyexed ſpirits 

That purſue lives, in this opinion reſt, 

Thelofſe of Millions could not moue my breſt. 
Flu. Thou art a bleſt man,and with peace doſt deale, 

Such armeck ſpirit can bleſſe a Common-weale, 
Cand. Gentlemen, now tis vpon cating time, 

Pray part not kence,bur dine with me to by ; 1 
Caſt. Incuerhbeard a carter yer ſay nay 

To ſuch a motion. Tlenot be the fuſt, 
Pie. Nor 1. 
Flu. NorT, 
Can. The Conſtable ſhall beare you . 

_—_— himin, let the world ſay what it can, 

Noth 


p candriue me from a paticut man, Exrunt, 
R tha b ar, looking-glaſſe and \ 
Ee TS 


exdlor wn it; and two boxes one —— 
places all things in order and a candle by them, ſoging with the 
end: of old Ballads as he does it. At Laſt Bellafront (as he rubbes 
bi cbecke with the cullors whiſtles within, 
Yr —— racer een he roague abou 
Bell. are youplaying t c e? 
Ro. About you yy drawing vp a hole in your 
vitke lhoGoting | 
Bell. 1s aſle there?and my boxes of complexion? | 
Rs. Yesforiooth : your boxes of complexion arc heere T | 
thinke: yes 'tis here: here's your two complexions,and if Thad 
all the foure complexions,I ſhould nere ſer a good face ypon't, 
ſorne men I ſee are borne ynder hard-fauoured Planets as well 
'35 women;zounds I looke worſe now then I did before,andir 


% 
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rakes her face gliſter moſt damnably,there's knauery in da 
bing I hold a or elſe this is onely female Pomatums, _- 


Enter Bellafronte not full ready, without a gowne , ſhe firs 
downe with her bodkin curles her haire, callers her Tipe. 
Bell. Where's my ruffe and poker you block-head? 
Ro, Your ruffe,your pocker,are ingendring together ypom 
the cup-bord of the Court, or the Court-cup-bord. 
Bell. Ferch 'em:; Is the poxe in your hanunes, you can goe 
no faſter? 
Ro. Woo'd the pox were in your fingers, vnleſſe you could 
leaue flinging; _=_ taint Exit, 
Bell. Tle cat you y . ble? 
1 Cupid i a Goler naked as wy mais, ”" Shofing 
Ile whin him with « rod, if bee my arne lone fails, 
| Ro, There's your raffe, ſhall Ipoke it? 
Bell. Yes boneſt Ro. no ſtay:pry thee good boy, hold here, 
Downe downe Arne Aowne,l fall dewne and ariſe, downo 1 
Ro. Troth M.then leaue the trade if you ſhall never riſe, 


Bell, What trade? goodman Abram, 
Ro. Why that,if downe and ariſe os the falling trade, 


Sell, Ticfall with you a— 
Ro. If you do Iknow w | ſmart for'ts * 
Troth Miſtreſſe, what do I looke like now, 
| Bell. ng enennegeneeY Raſcall, 
Ro. 1 may thanke you for that: infaith I looke like an old 
v4 Prouerbe, Hold the candle before the dewill, 
Bell, Vs life Te Rick my knife in your guts and you prake 
tomeſo; what, She ſms. 
Well met pug the pearle of beauty: vmb,omb, 


Ro. as Thold dore:wi fin 
3k, Neo pray thee , an hony Þs, holdyp handfomely 
Simg prety wantous warble;556, We {ball ha gueſts zo day, = 
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Lay my little waiden-head, my noſe itches ſo, 


Ro. Tiaidfo too laſt night, when our Fleas ewing'd me, 
Bell. So, Poke my ruffte now,my gowne, my gowne, haue 
(1 my fall 
Where's my fall Roger? One knockes. 
Ro. Yourfall forſooth is behind. 
Bell. Gods my pittikins, ſome foole er other knocks, 
Ro. Shall I open to the foole miſtreſſe? 
Bell. And all theſe bables lying thus ? away with it quick- 
ly .1,1,knock and be damn'd, whoſocuer you be. So: giue the 
ſh Salmon lyne now : let him come a ſhoare , hee ſball 
ſc.ue for my breakefaſt,tho he go againſt my ſtomack, 
Roger Fetch in Fluello,Caſtruchio, and Pioratto, 
Flu. Morrow coz, 
Caſt. How does my {weete acquaintance; 
Pio. Save thee little Marmoſet : how doſt thou good 
pretty roague* 
Bell. Well, Godamercy good pretty raſcall. 
Flu. Roger ome light I pray thee, 
Ro. You ſhall Sigmior, for wee that liue heere in this vale 
of miſery,are as darke as hell, Exvi.for a candle, 
Caſt, Good Tobacco, Fluells> 
Flu. Smell? (Enter Roger. 
Pio, It may be _ geere : tor it plaies with my noſe 
Ro. Here's anecher light Angell Signior, (already, 
Bell. Wiatyon pyed curtal, what's that you are neighing., 
Ro. 1 ſay God ſend ys the light of heauen , or ſorne more 
Angels. 
Bell, Goe fetch ſome wine, and drinke halfe of ir, 
Ro. 1 muſt fetch ſome wine Gentlemen and drinke halfe 
Flu. Here Roger. (of it. 
Caſt, Nolet me ſend pry thee. 
Fls. Hold you canker wormc. 
Ro. You ſhall ſend both,it you pleaſe Signiors, 
Pro. Stay, whats beſtto drink a mornings/ (to her, 
Ro, Hypecras fir for my miſtres,if I ferch ir, is moſt deere 
Flv. Hypocres!ther then,her s a teſton for you, you ſnake, 
Ro. Right ſyr,here's iy-5,vj.d for a potrle aud mg. 
&'s 
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Caſt. Her's moſt Herenlian Tobacro,ha-ſome acquaintance? 

Bell. Fah,not I, makes your breath Rinke, hke the piſſe of a 
Foxe, Acquaintance, where ſupt you laſt nighr? 

Caſt, At a place fweerte acquaintance where your health 
danc'd the Canarics y'faith:you ſhould ha beene there, 

Bef. 1 there among your Punkes , marry fah, hang-'em: 
I ſcorn's: will you neuer leaue fucking of egges in other folkes 
hennes _ duh, Conia 

Caſt, Why in troth, if you me acquaintance 
_— _ one hen at the boord,aske Flaeks, 0 

Fl, No faith Coz,none but cocks,fignior Malavela drunk 
to thee, Belk O, a pure beagle;thar horſe-leach chere? 

Fls.And the knight,S.Olmer Lollis (wore he would beftow 


a taffars perticoate on thee, but to breake his faſt wich thee 


Bell.With me!T'le choake him then, hang him Mole-carcher, 
it's the dreaming noſe, 

Pio. Well, many tooke that Lobo for a foole, burhee's a 
ſubtile foole, Belk I,and he haz fellowes: of all filthy dry- 
fifted knights, ] cannot abide that he ſhould touch me, 

Caft. Why wench, is he ſcabbed? 

Bell. Hang hi Tenor live to bee ſo honeſt, nor to the 
credite to have {c about him, his berrers have 'em : but 1 
hate to weare out any of his courſe Knight-hood, becauſe he's 
made like an Aldermans — fac'd all with conny 
before,and within nothing but Fox: this ſweet Olhwer will eat 
Mutton till hee bee ready to burſt , bur the leane iawde-ſlauc 
will not pay for the ſcraping of his trencher, 

Pie. Plague him, fer him beneath the ſalt, and let him not 
touch a bir,till every one haz had Ms fill cur, 

Flu, Lord El, the Gentleman-Vſher came into vs too, 
marry 'twas in our cheeſe, for he had beene to borrow money 
for his Lord of a Citizen, ' 
n Caft. What an Aſle is thas Lord, ro borrow mony of 4 

ItL.0n: 

Rell, Nay, Gods my pitry, what an Ale is that Citizen to 
lend mony to 

Emer M and Hypolito , who ſaluting the C , 
as 4 ftrarger walkgs off. Roger comer im ſadly bad hem 

D 
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with 4 pottle pot, and hands aloofe off. 

hee. _ you Gallants, fignior Flaelb, exceedingly 
well met, as I may lay, 

Fluello. Signior Mathes,cxceedingly well mer too,as I may 
lay. ; 

Ma. And how fares my little pretty Miftreſſe? ; 

Bell. Ec'ne as my little pretty ſcruant; ſees three court di- 
ſhes before her, and not one good bitin them: how now? 
why the deuill ſtand'ſt thou ſo? Art in a trance? 

Ro. Yes forſooth, Bell. Why doſt nor fill outtheir wine? 

Ro, Forſooth 'tis fild out already: all the wine that the fig- 
niors haz beſtow'd ypon you is caſt away, a Porter ranne a 
little at me,and fo fac'd me downe that I had not adrop. 

Bell. T'me a curſt to ler ſuch a withered Artichocke faced- 
Raſcall grow vnder my noſe; now you looke like an ld he 
cat,going to the gallowes : Tle bee hang dif he ha not put vp 
the mony to cony-catch vs all, 

Ro, Notruely forſooth, 'tis not pur vp yer, 

Bell. How many Gentlemen haſt chou ſerued thus? 
Ro. None but five hundred, beſides prentices and ſeruing- 
Bell. Doſt chinke IV'e pocker it vp at thy hand? (men, 

Re. Yes forſooth, I feare you will pocket ir vp, 

Bell. Fye,fie, cur my lace good ſeruant, I ſhall ha the mo- 
ther preſently, I'me ſo vext at this horſe-plumme, 

Fils. Plague, not for a ſcal'd pottle of wine, 

Ma. Nay ſweet Bellafronte,for a little pigs-waſh! 

Caſt. Heere Roger, ferch more, smiſchance, Y'faith Ac+ 

quaintance, 

Bell. Our of my ſight, thou vyngodly puritanicall creature, 

Ro, For the tother portle? yes forſooth, Exit. 

Bell. Spill chat too: what Gentleman is that, ſeruant? your 
Friend? 

Ma. Gods ſo a ſtoale,a toole,if you loue me miſtreſſe, en- 
rertaine this Gentleman reſpeRiuecly, and bid him welcome. 

Bell. Hee's very welcome, pray Sir fit. 

Hep. -—_ Lady. A 

Fbe, t Hypolito, iſt nor? cry you merey fignior, 
walke hecze all this while, and we nor beard you? 1 way 
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iow a Noole you, beſeech you, you are a firanger heergy 
takes) wy A ar "ig : p 

Caſt. Pleaſe you be heere my Lord, Tobaces, 

Hy. No good Caſtrachis. 

Flu. You haue abandoned the Court I ſee my Lord fince 
the death of your Miſtreſſe, well ſhe was a delicate piece -be= 
ſeech you ſweere, come let vs ſerue ynder the collors of your 
acquaintance ſtill:for all that,pleaſe you to meete heere at my 
lodging of my cuz, ſhall beſtow a banquet vpon you. 

Hye. 1 never can deſerue this kindnefle fir, 

What may this Lady be, whom you call cuz? 

Flu. Faith fir a poore gentlewoman, of paſſing good ca. 
riage, one that hath ſome ſutes in law, and lyes here in an At- 
twrnics houle, 

Hyg, 1s ſhe married? 

Flx. Hah, as all your puncksare, a Capraines wife, or ſo: 
peuer ſaw her before, my Lord, 

Hip. Neuer truſt me a ly creature, 

Flu, By gad when you know her as we do,you'le ſwear ſhe 
is the prettieſt, kindeſt,ſweereſt, moſt bewitching honeſt Ape 
vader the pole, A skinne, your ſatten is not more ſoft, nor 
lawne whiter, 

Hy. Belike then ſhee's ſome ſale curtizan, 

Fla, Troth as all your beſt faces are, good wench, 

Hy. Greaz pitty that ſhee's a weach, 

Ma. Thou t ha i'faith : how now ſigniors, 
what, whiſpering? did not I lay « wager Lſhouldtake you 
within ſeuen daies in a houſe of vanity. 

Hy. You did, and I beſhrew your heart,you have wonne, 

Ae How do you like my miftreſſe? 

Hy. Well,for ſuch a miſtreſſe: berter, if your miſtreſſe be 
not your maſter, 

I muſt breake manners Gentlemen, fare you well, 
Ma. 5 fooe you ſhall not leave vs. 
Bell. The Gentleman likes not the taſt of our company, 


Onn, Beſeech you ftay, 

Hip. Traſt me my rn 

Ms Will practiſes bbentnags ence bere/ mY 
by. 3 
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Hip. Perhaps I (hall, 
a. 


. Perhaps:fah'l know you can ſweare to me you will, 

Hyg. Since you willprefle me on my word, 1 will. Exit. 

Bell, Whar fullen picture is this ſervant? 

Ma. I's Count Hypelite, the braue Count. 

Pio. As gallant a ſpirit, as any in AMillas you fweere Tew, 

Flu. Oh hee's a moſt efſentiall Gentleman, coz. 

Caſt. Did you acuer heare of Count Hipolitoesr acquain- 
tance? 

Bell. Mary muffe a your Counts, and be no more lifein 'em. 

Aſa. He's ſo malcontent!firra Bellafronta,and you be honeſt 
pRna—__ ſup rogether,and haue the Count with vs : thou 

t fit at the vpper end punck, 

Bell, Punck,you fouc'd gurner. 

Aa. _ truce : come, Ile beſtow the ſupper to haue 
him but laugh, (lancholy, 

Caſt. Hee betraies his youth toogroſly to that tyrant ma- 

Aa, All this is for a woman, | 

Bell. A woman! ſome whore! what ſweet Iewell iſ 

Pio. Wo'd ſhe heard you, Flu. Troth ſo wud 1. 

Caſt, And I by heauen, 

Bell. Nay geod ſeruant, what woman? Afa, Pah, 

Bell. 1pry thee xell me; » buſſe and tell me: I warrant hee's 
an honelt fellow, if hee take on thus for a wench : good 
roague who? 

Ma, By th'Lord I will not, muſt not, faith miſtreſſe: iſt a 
match firs?rhis night,at 7H axtilop:1, for there's beſt wine,and 

Onm. It's done at Th antilop. (good boyes. 

| Bell, I cannot be thereto night, 

Ma, Cannor? by th Lord you ſhall, 

Rell, By the Lady Fwill not: hall? 

Flu. Why then put it off till Fryday:wut comethenreuz? 

Bell, WelL Envey Roger. 

Ma. Y are the waſpiſheſt Ape. Roger, put your miſtrefle 

in mind to ſup with von Friday next * y arc belt cone like 2 
madwoman, without a band,ig your waſteoat, and rhe linih 

of your kirtle ourwandflike cuery common hack har eaſes 

gut xt the back gare of her ſweerkmightslodging, = 
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Rell.Go,go,hang your ſe!fe, Caft, It's dinner time Markes 
Omn, Yes, yes,farewell wench, Exexmt, (ſhal's hence? 
Bell, Farewell boyes: Koger what wine ſent,they for? 
Ro. Baſtard wine,for if it had bene rruely begotten, ie wud 
not ha beene aſham'd to come in,here's vi.s.to pay fo nurfing 
the baſtard. - | 
Bell. A company of rookes! O good ſweet Roger, runne to 
the Poulrers,and buy me ſome fine larkes, 
Ro. No woodcocks? 
Bell. Yes faith a couple, if they be not deere, 
Ro. T'le buy bur one, there's one already here, Exit. 
Enter Hipolits. 
Hy. 1s the Gentleman (my friend)deparred miſtreſſu? 
Bell. His back is but new turn'd fir, 
Hip. Fare you well, Bell. 1 candire& yours him, 
Hy. Can you? pray. 
Bel If you pleaſe ftay,heee nor be abſent long. 
Hip. 1 care not much, 
Bell, Pray fit forſooth, - Hp. Tme hoe, 
If T may vie your roome, Vie rather walke, 
Bell. At your beſt pleaſure-whew-fomerubders there, 
Hip. Indeed T'le none: -Indeed I willworgrhankes, | » | 
Prerty fine lodging, 1 perceive my friend - - 
Is old in your acquaintance, Bell; Troth fir,hocomes 
As other Gentlemen, to ſpend fpare houres; 
If your felfe like our roofe (ſuch as it ts) 
Your owne acquaintance may be as okd as his, 
Hyp. Say I did like; whaewelcome (hould 1 find? 
Bell. Such as my preſerve ſortuncs canaffoord, 
M9. Byt would you let me play Aſarbay”s pare? 
Bell. Whar part? . ol, 
Hip. Why unbrace —_ withyou,kifſe: 
Faith tell me, will you feauc him and loyeme? 
Bell. 1am in bonds to no man fir,  Mipe: Why then, : // 


Y are free for any man: if any, me. | 
But I muſt tell you-Lady,were ine; +: 
You ſhould be al nie coulbrooke noun, 2137 
1 ſhould be caue.ous ſweep vpally's 2-25 bok 

pant np * a ] ſhould 
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1 Gould be pleaſures viurer: faith I hould, 
Bell, O fare! 


Hy. Why fgh you Lady, may I know? 
Bel. Thas never bin my fortune yerto fingle 
Our that one man, whole louc could fellow mine, 


» As I havecuer wiſhr it: O my Stars! 


Had I'but met with one kind Gentleman, 

That would haue purchas'd fin alone to himlelfe, 
For his owne prinate vſe, although ſcarſe proper; 
Indifferent —— and thyed: 
And my allowance reaſonable -yfaith, 
According to my body -by my troch, 

I would have bene as true vnto his pleaſures, 
Yea, and as loyall to his afternoones, 

As cuer a poore Gentlewoman could be. 

Hy. This were well now to one but newly fledg'd, 
And ſcarce a day old in this ſuttle world: : 
Twere pretty Art, bird-lime, cunning net: 
Burt come,come, faith-confeſſe: how many men 
Haue drunke this ſclfc-ſame proceftation, 

Frory that red ticing lip? 

Bell. Indeed not any. 

Hyg. Indeed: and not I, 

Bell. No intruth not apy. 

Hyg. Indeed'ineruth! -how warily you (weare, 
Tis well:if ill it ve not: yet had I 
The ruffan in me,and were drawne before you 
Bur in lighe collors, I doknow indeed, 

You not {weare indeed, But thunder oathes 


That ſhould ſhake heaven, drowne the harmonious ſpheres, 


And pierce a ſoule(that lou'd her Makers honour) 
Wirth horror and amazement, 
Bell. Shall I ſweare, 
ye 
p, Worftthen of all, 


. Our fins by cuftome, ſeemne(at laſt)bur ſmall. 
' Were I but oe your threſhold, a next man, 
And after hima next, and then afourth, 


es 
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Should haue this golden hook, and laſciuious baite, 
Throwne out tothe full length, why let me tell you; 
I ha ſeene letters ſent from that white hand, 
Tuning ſuch muſicke to Aſathees care, 
Bell. Mathes! that's true, but beleeue it, 1 
No ſooner had laid hold ypon your preſence, 
But ſtraight mine eye conueid you ro my heart. 
Hig. Oh, you cannor faive with me, why, Iknow Lady, 
This is the common paſſion of you all, 
—_—_ in a kind Gentleman,and then 
Abuſe his coyue,conueying to your louer, 
And in the end you ta = trick, 
And ſo you leaue him,that a coach may runne 
Berweene his legges for bredth, 
Bell. O! by my foule 
Not I: therein Ile proue an honeſt whore, 


| In being true to one, and to no more, 


Hip. If any be diſpos'd to truſt your oath, 
Let bim:Tlenot be hce,I know you feine 
All that you ſpeake,I: for a mingled harloc, 
Is true in nothing bur in being falſe, 
What! ſhall I teach you how to loath your felfe, 
And mildly too:not withourſenſe or reaſon. 
Bell. 1am content, I would faine loath my ſelfe 
If you not loue me, no11 
Hip. Then if your geadious bloud be notall waſted, 
I aſſay to do't, il 
Lend me your filence,and attention, «You haue no ſoule, 
That makes you wey fo light: heaueus treaſure bought it: 
And halfe a crowne hath fold it: -for your body 
Is like the Common-ſhore, that till recemes 
All the Townes filth, The fin of many men 
Is within you, and thus much I fuppotſe, 
That if all committers Rood in —_— p 
They'd make a lane, (in which ac wm "® iN W 
And with their oe reach from hence to hell, why 
Nay,ſhall I vrge irmore, there has bene knowne 


As 
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As many by one barlot,maym'd and diſmembred, 
As would haſtuft an Hoſpicall: this I might 
Apply to you, audperhapsdo you right: 

O y are as bale as any beaſt that beares, 

Your body is ce'ne hir'd, andfo are theirs, 

For gold and ſparkling jewels, (if he can) 
Youlelet a Jew get you with Chriſtian: 

Be he a Moore, a Tartar, tho his face 

Looke yglier then a dead mans skull, 

Could the deuill pur on a humane ſhape, 

If his purſe ſhake out crownes, vp theu he gets, 
Whores will be rid to hell with golden bits, 

So that y are crucller then Turkes,for they 

Sell Chriſtiaus onely,you ſell your ſelues away, 
Why thoſe that loue you, hate you: and will terme you 
Lickeriſh damnation:wiſhthemſelues halfe ſunke 


\ After the fin is laid out,and eec'ne curſe 


' Their fruitleſſe rioe(for what one begers 


Another poiſons) luſt and murder hit, 
A tree being often ſhook, what fruit can knit? 

Bell. O me vnhappy! 

Hip. 1 can vex you more; ... . . 
A harlot is like D«nk#ke, true to hone, 
Swallows both Engliſh, Spaniſh,fulpme Durch, 
Black-doord Italian, laſt of all the French, : 
And he ſticks to you 'faith : giues you your dier, 
Brings you acquainted,firft with monſier Doctor 
And then you xnow what followes. ' 

Bell. Miſery. ; 
Ranke,ftinking, and moſt loathſome miſery. 

Heyp.Me thiaks a toad is happier then a w hore, 
That with on poyſon ſwels, with thouſands more 
The other ſtocks her yeines: harlot: he,fie, 
Youare the miſerableſt creatures breathing, 
The very {laues of nature: marke me elſe, 
Youpur on rich artires,others eyes weare them, 
You eate, b.tto ſupple your blond with fin; 
Andthis ſtrange curſe ce'ne haunts you to your graues. 


From 


' 
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From fooles you ger,and fpend it vpon ſlaues; 
Like Bcares and Apes,y are & ſhew tricks 
For mony;but your Bawd the 1 weerneſle licks. 
Indeed yau aretheir RP OUINS do 
All baſe and damn'd workes they liſt ſex you zo; 
So that you ne're arc rich; for do but ſhew me, 
In preſent memory, or in ages paſt, 
The faireſt and moſt famous Courtezan, 
Whoſe fleſh was deer t;that rais'd theprices of fin 
And held it vp;to whoſe i a fx. 
Princes,Farles, Lords,the has _ a oO 
The mcan'ſt a Gentleman, haue offred Yp 
Whole Hecatombs of fighs,and rain'd in ſhowres 
Handfuls of gold, yet for all this, at laft 
Diſeaſes ſuckr her marrow, then grew ſo poore, 
That ſhe has beg'dece'neat a doore. 
And(wherin heau'n has a finger)when this Ido, 
From coaſt to coaſt, has keapt on forraine ſhores, 
And had more worſhip, then the _ whores: 
When ſeucrall Nations haue group 
When for cach ſcuerall Cie the has rely 
Her Maydenhead has bene new, and bene ſoldtleare 
Did liue well there,and might haue dy'd ynknowne, 
And yndefam'd; back comes ſhe to her owne, 
And there both miſerably liues and dies, 
Scorn 7 pager yr 4 Any os 1 AR 
As if her facall-ciccled life, thus range, 
Her pride ſhould end here, where i it firſt 
What do you weep to heare Story 
Nay, if you ſpoyle your chee "__ read no more, 

Bell, O yes, Ipray __ 
Indeed 'rwill dome 

Hep. To giue tholerearesarell re Ladde, 
Yue! like the Iewes,ſcatter'd in noplace certaine, 
Your daies are tedious, your houres burdenſome: 
And wer't not for full ſuppers, midnight Revels, 


Dancing, wine, ryotous meetings, which do drowne, 
And bury quite in youallyermous thoughts, 


And 
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And on your eyec-lids hang ſo heauily, 
They 4 no 4th to looke ſo high as h 
You'de fit and muſe on nothing bur deſpaire, 
Curſe that deuill Laff,that ſo burnes vp your bloud, 
And in ten thouland ſhiuers breake your glaſſe 
For his temptation, Sa = taſte delight, 
To haue a golden Gull from Rize to Ser, 
To meate you in his hote luxurious armes, 
Yer your nights ply forall: I know you dreame 
Of Warrants, Whips, and Beadles, and then tart 
At adores windy creake : thinke cuery Weezlce 
To be a Conſtable, and cuery Rat. 
Along taild Officer: Are you not {laues? 
Oh you haue damnation without pleaſure for it) 
Such is the ate of Harlots; To conclude, 
When you are old, and can well paint no more, 
You turne Bawd,and are then worlc then before; 
Make vſe of this : farewell. * 

Bell. Oh, I pray ſtay. 

Hip. os Ales cotta men time hath bar'd me. 
Would all the Harlots in the Towne had heard me, 
Bell. Stay yeta lictle longer, no: quite gone! 

Curſt be that minute (for it was no-more, 


| Soſooneamaid is chang'd intoa whore) 


Wherein ”_ el, be itfor wo 

Yerwh weet Hs un mine cyes; 
For whoſe rrue loue I EN —— 
Hate the worlds mixtures,and the ſmiles of gold? 
Am I notfaire: why ſhould he flye me then? 

Faire creatures are defir d,nor ſcortrd of men, 
How many Gallants hauc drunk healthes to me, 
Our of their dagger'd armes,and thought them bleſt, 
Enjoying but mine eyes at prodigall feaſts! 

And does Hyolito deteſt my louc? 

Oh, ſure their heedlefſe lufts but fAlattred we, 

F am notpleaſiag, beautifull nor yong, 


yong 
H polito hath ſpyed ſome vgly blemiſh, 
Eclpſng Win beaute,umfouer 


Exit. 


* 
ED 


UE HON JOKE, 
Harlot!T,thar's the ſpot that taints my ſoule: 
What! has he left his weapon here behind him, 
And gone forgerfull? O fit inſtrument 
To let forth all the poyſon of my fleſh! 
Thy M. hates me, cauſe my bloud hath rang'd: 
But when 'tis forth, then hee'le beleene I'me chang'd, 
= Mad woman, what art doing? Enter Hip, 


——_ R 
Or ſpliemy ypon thy Rapiers point: 
Yet do not neither; yy A: wary 


That which Lloue thee for (thy verrues heere, 


Th'art crueller,and kil'ft me with difdaine: 
Todie fo ne bloud, yet 'tis worſe paine, Exe. 
Not ſpeake to me! not bid farewell! a ſcorne! Hipel. 
Hated! this muſt not he, ſome meanes Tle try, 
Would all Whores were as honeſtnow,as I. Extent. 
SCENA 7. 
Exter Candide bis wife,George, and two Prentice: is the 
:Fuſtige — by. 

Geor, See Gentlemen, what you lack? a fine Holland, a fine 

Cambrick,ſce what (you lack? 


buy. 

r.Pren. _— or tres Cambrick _—_— what iſt 

Fuſt. S'toor,l '<mall, nay more, I money to b 
"om: ler batey ear a rnafſe this is the ſhop . 4 
What Coz! ſweet Coz! how doſt ifaith, fince laſt night 
eandlclight? we had goed ſport i'faich,had we not?and when 
ſhal's laugh agen? | 

Wife, When ___ will, Cozen, (husband, 

. Spoke like a kind Lacedemonian; I ſee yonders thy 

Wife, 1,there's the ſweet youth, God bleffe him. 

Fu. And how iſt Cozen,and how,how ift thou ſquall? 

Wife. Well,Cozen,how fare you? 

x How fare ?trorth, for fix a meale, wench, as wel 
as heart can wiſh, with Calues Chaldrons, and Chitterlings, 
beſides,I haue a Punck after ſupper,as good as a roſted App 

Cand. Are you my wiues Cozen? 

RR r, what haſt thou re do with tha? 

O,nothing but yare welcome, 
E 3 Fagh, 
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Fuſt. _ ng - thy teeth: Tle be welcome whe- 
ther thou wilt or no, I: What ring's this Coz?y 
fantaſticall i faich,ler's ſee ir, * 114 nt 

Wife. Puh! nay you wrench iy finger, 

Fuſt. 1 haſworne Tle ha't, and I hope you willnotlet my 
othes be crackr in the ring, will you? Thope, fir, youare n or 
malicolly at this for all your great lookes:areyou angry? 

Cand. Angry?nort I fir,nay if ſhe can part 
So eafily with.her ring, tis with my heart, 

Geor, Suffer this, fir, andſuffer'all, z whoreſon Gull, te-.. 

Cand, Peace George, wheti ſhe Has reapt what Thane fowne, 
She'le ſay, one graike taſtesbetter of her owne, 

Then whole ſheaues gather'dfromanothers land: 

Wit's neucr good, till bought art a deere hand, edy, 
George. Butin the meane time ſhe makes an Aſſe of ſome. 
2.Pren. Sec, ſee, ſee, fir,'as you turne your back, they do 

nothing bur kiſle, | 

Card. No matter,let 'em:When T rouch her lip, 

T ſhall nor feele his Kiſſes, 'no nor miffe 

Any of her lip: no harme in king is, 

Looke to your buſinefle, pray,make yp your wares, 

Fuft.Troth Coz,jand well temembred, E would thou wonldfi 
giue me ffue yards of Lawne, romakemy Punek ſometalling 

ands a the faſhion, three falling ore vp6n another: for that's 
the new edition now: ſhe's out of linnen horribly too, troth, 
the'as nener a good ſmock to her back neither, but one thae 
haz a great many patches in't,and that I'me faine to'wearemy 
ſelfe for want of ſhift too: -prythee pur mee into wholeſome 
napery,and beſtow ſome cleane commodities ypon vs, 

Wife. Reach methoſe Cambricks, and the Lawnes hither, 

Can. What to do wife, tolauiſh out my goods ypon a foole? 

Fuſt. Foole! Sneales cate the foole, or Ile "1 og your 
crowne, that it ſhall ſcarce go for fiue ſhillings, 

2.Pren. Do you heare fir: y are beſt bee quiet, and lay 3 
foole rels you ſo, 

Faſt. Nailes, I think ſo,for thou telſt me, 

Cand. Are you angry fit, becauſe I nam'd the foole? 


*Ecuſt me, you are not Wile, in mine owne houfcl FR 


. =_— EI 


* _————__—, 
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And te my face toplay the Antick thus: 
If you'le needs play the madman, chooſe a ſtage 
Of leſſer compaſle, where few eyes may note 
Your actions errour; bur if fll you miſle, 
As here you do,for one clap,ten will hifle, 
Fuſt. Lwounds Cozen, he talkes to me,as if I were a ſcur. 
uy Tragedian. 
».Prex. Sirra George, T ha thought ypon a deuice , how to 
breake his pare,beate him ſoundly and ſhip him pow 
Geor, Doo't. 2.Pren. Tle goin, paſſe through the houſe, 
ive ſome of our fellow Prentices the watch-word when 
they ſhall enter, then come and fetch my maiſter in by a wile, 
and place one inthe hall to hold him in conference, whilſt we 
cudgell the Gull our of his coxcombe, 

Geor. Doo't:away,doo t, 

Wife. Muſt I call twice for theſe cambricks and lawnes? 

Cand. Nay ſee, you anger her, George pryrhee diſpatch, 

2.Pren.Two of the choiceft peecesare in the warchouſe, fir, 

Cand. Go fetch thempreſeatly. Exit 1 Premice, 

Fuſe. 1, do,make haſte,firra, 

Cand. Why were you ſuch a ftranger allthis while, being 
my wiues cozen? 

Fuſt. Stranger?no fir, F'me a naturall Milaner borne, 

Can, Tperceiue till it is your naturall guiſe comiſtake me, 
but you are welcome fir, I much wiſh your acquaintance. 

Fuſt. My acquaintance? I ſcornethat i'faith;: Ihope my ac- 
quaintance goes in chaines of gold three and fifty times dou. 
ble : you know who I meane, Coz, the poſts of his gate are a 
painting too, Enter the 2, Prentice, 

2.Pren. Signior Pandolfo the Marchant, defires conference 
with you, Car. Signior Pandolf#? Te be with him Rraight, 
Attend your miſtris and the Gentleman, Exit. 

Wife When do you ſhew thoſepieces? 

Fuſt. 1,when do you ſhew thoſe peeces? 

Omn. Preſently fir, preſently, wee are but charging them, 

Fuſt. Come firra:you Flat-cap,where be theſe w _ 

Geor, Flat can: heark in your eare fir, yarea flat foole, an 
Aſſe,a GuP,and Ile thrum Lowe doyou Co cmbeick Eu 
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Fuſt. S'foot Cor, a good ieft, did you heare him? he told 
mein my care, I'was a flat Foole, an Aſſe, a Gull, and Te 
thrumb you : do you ſee this Cambrick fir, 

Wife. What, nor,my men,I hope? 

Feſt. No, not your men,but one of your men ifaith, Þ , 

r.Pr. Ipray fir, come hither, what ſay you to this: heere an 
excellent good one. ; s 

Feſt. 1 marry,thislikes me well, cut me off ſome halfe ſcore 

2.Pren, Let your whores cur, y'are an impudent Coxcomb, 
y_ pet none, and yetTle thrumb you, - A very good Cam- 
rick fir, 

Evft. Agen,agen,as God judge me: S'foor, Coz,they ſtand 
chrumming here with me all day, and yetT get nothing, 

i.Pres. A word I pray fir,you muſt not be angry, Prentices 
haue hot blouds, yong tellowes,- What ſay you to this peece: 

Looke you, 'tis ſo ſoft, ſo delicate, ſo cuen,ſo fine a thrid, that 
a Lady ma m—_— bs , 
Fuſs. tI think ſo, it a Knight marry my punck, a/Lad 
ſhall weare it:cut me off 20 nw” Os an honeſt lad, 4 
I.Prex. Not without mony, gull, and I'le thrum youtoo, 
Omm. Gull, wee'le thrum you, 
Fuft. O Lord, fiſter,did not you heare ſomething cry thrum? 
zounds your men here make a plaine Aﬀe of me, 
Wife. What, to my face ſo impudent? 
Geor, 1, in a cauſe ſo honeſt, wee'le not ſuffer 
Our Maiſters goods to yanith mony-leſſe, 
Wife. You'le not ſuffer them, 
2.Prex. No,and you may bluſh, 
In going about to vex ſo milde a breaft, 
As is our Maiſters, Wife. Take away thoſe pecees, 
Cozen,I giue them freely. 
Feſt, Maſſe, and Te take 'em as freely, 
Omn. Wee'le make you lay 'em downe againe more freely, 
Wife.Help,help,my brother will be mind Enter Can, 
Car. How now,what coyleis here? forbeare, I ſay, 
Geor, He cal's vs Flatcaps,and abuſes vs, 
Cand. Why firs: do ſuchiexamples flow from me? 
Wife. They are of youg keeping fir,alas poore brother, 
F, 
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Fuſt. 1 faith they ha pepperd me,fiſter:looke,doſt not ſpins 
call you theſe Prentices  Tlenere play at cards more when 
clubs is : I hauc a goodly coxcomb, fiſter, hauce I nor? 

Cand. Siſter and brother, brother to my wife, 

Fuſt, If you haue any kill in Heraldry, you may ſoone 
know that,break bur her pate,and you ſhall ſee her bloud and 
mine is all one, 

Cand. A Surgeon, run,a Surgeon;Why then wore you that 
forged name of Cozen? 

Fuſt. Becauſe it's a common thing ts call Coz, and mingle 
now adaics all the world ouer, 

Cand. Cozen! An name of much deccite,folly,and ſip, 

- * For vertpthes _—_— —_ word, 
Many an honeſt tempred Citizen 
Is made a 197 age his wife train'd our 
To foule adulterous ation, full of fraud, 
I may well call that word, A Cities Bawd, 

Fuſt. Troth brother , my filter would nceds ha me take 
ypon meto gull your patience a little: but it haz made double 
Gulles on my coxcomb. | 

Wye. Whazplaying the woman'blabbing now you foole, 

Card. O my wife did but exerciſe aicſt your wit, 

Fuſt. Sfoot,my wit bleeds for't, me thinkes, 

Cand. Then let this warning more of ſence afford, 

The name of cozen is a bloudy word, 

Fuſt. Tle nere call Coz againe whilſt Iliue, to haue ſuch a 
coyleabout it: this ſhould be a Coronation day ; for my head 
runnes Clarer luftily, Exit. Enter an Officer. 

Cand. Go wiſh the Surgeonto haue great reſpeR, 

How now ,my friend, whar,do they fie to day? | 

Offi. Yes Cahoroaped you at the Senate-houſe, 

Can. thank your paines, Vie nat belaſt man there, Exit. 
My gowne, George, go, my gowne, A land, Of. 
Where graue men mect x4 phat to vnderftand, 

Whoſe con ſciefices are not cut out in bribes, 

To gull the poore mans right: but in cuen ſcales, 

Peize rich and poore,wi corruptions veyles, 
Come,where's the gowne? Geer. Icannot find the key fis, 
Cazd. Requeſt it of your Miſtrefle, 


o 
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Wife, Come not to me for any key. 

Ie Me troubled hy wg © 
Cand, Good wife, kind wife, it is a needfull trouble, 

but for my gowne, 
hay Morthes ſwallow downe your gowne: 

You {er my teeth an edge with talking on't, 

Cand, Nay prythee,{weert,I cannot meet. without it, 

I ſhould haue a great fine ſet on my head, 

Wife. Set on your coxcomb: ruſh, fine me no fines. 
Can. Belecuc me(ſweet) none greets the Senate-houſe, 

Without his robe of reuerence, that s his Gowne. 

Wife. Well, then y'arce like to crofle th at cuſtome OACEe, 

You get nor key,nor gowne, and fo depart: 

This trick will vex him ſure,and fret his heart, Exi. 
Cand, Sray,ket me (ce, I muſt haue fomedelice, 

My cloke's too ſhort: fy,fy,no cloke will do't: 

It muſt be ſomething faſhiened like a gowne, 

Wirth my armes out: oh George,come hither George: 

I prythee lend me thine aduice, (open cheſt, 
Geer. Troth fir, were it any but you, they would breake 
Can. Ono,break open cheſt! that's a TLecues office : 

Therein you counſell me againſt my bloud: 

'Twould ſhew impatience meeke meanes 

I would be glad to embrace. MafleI haue got ic: 

Go, ſtep vp, ferchyme downe one of the Carpezs, 

The ſaddeſt colour'd Carpet, honeſt George, 

Cut'thou a hole i'th middle for my necke, 

Two for mine armes, nay prythee looke not ſtrange. 

George. 1 my onot thinke fir,as you meanc. 
Prythee abour it quickly,the houre chides me: 

Warily George,ſoftly,take heed of eyes, Exit George. 

Our of two evils hee's accounted wiſe, 

That can pick out theleaſt; the Fine impos'd 

For an yn-gowned Senator,is about 

Forty cruzadoes, the Carpet not 'boue foure. 

Thus haue I choſen theleſſer euill yer, 

Preſeru'd my patience, foyl'd her deſperate wit. 

Geor. Here, fir,here's the Carpet, Emer; mm 
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Card. O well done, Goorge,wee'le cut it juſt ith midfit 
Tis very wellI thanke thee, b ir on, coat. 
Geor. It muſt come over your , fir, TORE... 
Card. Tivart in the right, good it muſt indeed. 

Fetch me a night-cap:for I'le girdir cloſe, 
As if my healr + ap. 'ewill ſhow well 
—wh es pan dx wne, wil tnot think'(? 
Geor. > —_ for anight-gowne —_—— 
Card. I, and a night cap 0n mas cated. 
Ge.That's true fir,I'e run and — S . Ex.Ge. 
Ca. For thus they cannot chuſe bur conſter it, 
One chat is out of health, takes no delight, 
Weaces his apparell wichour apperite, 
AndpRoe 0 we — TO forme, Emter Geo. 
$o,ſo George er now : and prithee do not laugh ac 
me till 'me out of Geo. 1 I fir, 
Card. ns 0... 4 
Methiokes,I'de rather weare without a frowne, 
A patience then an Gowne. Exit. 
Gee. Now looks my M.iuſt like one of our carper knights, 
encly bech fomentac the deneflereF chore. 8 Emer Cam 
Wife. Whaz,is Maiſter gone? ddoe; 
ou ghars xry roy. wed _> 
Wife. Andin' + cloake, did he not vexand ſweare? 
Geor. No,but heele make you ſweare anon: no indeed, he 
wen away like « Lambe. 
Wife. Key finke to hell: _ 
] am with child ro vex him:prythee G 
If ere thou look'ſi for fauour at amy, 
Vphold one ieft for me. Geo. Azainſ my maiſter? 
Wi, Tis ameereieft: ſay wilt thou doo't? Ge.Well,what it? 
Wife Here,take this x Loney ke where all things lie, 


Pur on thy Maiſters beſt ,Gowne, 
Chaine,Cap,Ruffe,cucry like hithſelfe, 
oo re = comming horne, walkein the ſhop, 


nd his patient looke, 
boretber been eff thou know'ftfpeakewile thou? 


Geer, "Twill maiſers 
wrong my - ot Wike 
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Wife. Prythee George. Geor, Well, if you'le ſaue me# 
harmleſſe, and put mee vnder couert barne, Iam content to 
pleaſe yo, prouided it may breed no wrong again(t him, 

Wife, No wrong at all:heere take the Key be gone: 

If any yex him, this: if not this, none, Exennt, 
SCENA. 8. 
Enter a Bawd, and Roger. 

Bawd. O Roger,Roger, where's your miſtres, where's your 
miſtris: there's the fineſt neateſt Gentleman at my houſe bur 
newly come ouer: Oh where is ſhe, where is ſhe, where is ſhe? 

Rog. My miſtrisis abroad, but not amongſt 'em:my miſtris 
15 not the whore now that you take her for, 

Baw. How, is ſhe nota whore? do you go about to rake 
away her good name, Roger? you are a fine Pandar indeed, 

Ro.1 tell you, Madona Finger-locke,l am not ſadfor nothing, 
I ha not eaten one good meale this three and thirty daies : L 
had wont to get ſixteene pence by fetching a-pottle of Hypo. 
cras : but now thoſe daies are paſt, We had as good doings, 
Aadona Finger-locke, he within dores and I without , as any 
poore yong couple in Millan, 

Baw. Gods my life,and is ſhe chang'd now? 

Rog. T ha loſt by her ſquemiſhneſle, more then would hane 
builded rwclue bawdy houſes, 

Baw. And had ſhe no time to turne honeſt but now?what 2 
vile woman i-thig2twenty pound anight,Ilebe ſworne, Rog. 
in good gold and no filuer:why here was a time, if ſhe ſhould 
ha pickr gura time; it could not be berter! gold enough ſtir« 
ring; choice of men,choice of haire, choice of beards, choice 
of legs,and choice of euery,cuery,cuery thing: it cannor fink 

into my head, that ſhe ſhould be ſuch an Aﬀe, Roger, Ineucr 
belceue it, 

Rog. Here ſhe comes now. Enter Bellafronte. 

Baw. O ſweet Madona, on with your looſe gowne, your 
felt and your fether, there's rhe ſweereſt, propreſt, gallanreſt 
Gentleman at my houſe, hee ſmels all of Muske and Amber 

greece, his pocket full of crownes, flame-coloured doublet, 
red ſatin boſe, Carnation filke ſtockings, and a legge anda 
body, oh! | Va. 


Bel. 
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Bell. Hence, thou our ſexes monſter, poyſonous Bawd, 
Lufts Factor, and damnations Orator, 


' Goffipof hell: were all Harlors finnes 


Whichthe whole world containes, numbred together, 
Thine farre excegds them all : of all the creatures. 
/That euer were created, thou art baſeſt, "af 

; = ſerpent would _ thee of thy oftice? 

It is deteſtable: for thou liu'ft 

Vpon the dregsof Harlots, guard'ſt the dore, 

Whilſt couples go to dauncing: O courſe deuill! 

Thou art the baftards curſe, thou brandſt his birth, 

The lechers French diſeaſe; for thou dry-ſuckſt him: 
The Harlots poyſon, and thine owne confufion, 

Baw. Mary come vp with a pox, haue you no body to raile 
againſt, but your Bawd now? 

Bell. And you,knaue Pandar, kinſman to a Bawd, 

Rog. Youand I Madena, arc Cozeny, 

Fel Of the ſame bloud and mrking, neere allyed, 

Thou, that ſlaue to fix-pence, baſe-metral'd villaine, 

Rog. Sixpence? nay that's not ſo; I never took ynder two 

ſhillings foure-pence, I hope I know my fee, 
Bell know not againlt which moſt to inueigh: 

For both of you are damn'd ſo _—_— 

Thou neuer ſpar ſ for oathes, ſwear'ſt any thing, 

As if thy ſoule were made of ſhoe-leather, 

God dam me, Gentlemen, if ſhe be wihin, 

When in the next roome ſhe's found dallying, 

Rog. If it be my vocation to ſweare, euery man in his yo. 
cation: I hope my berters ſwear and dam themſelues,and why 
ſhould not I? Bell. Log: you cheate kind Gentlemen, 

Rog. The more guls ; 

Bell. Slaue, I caſheere rhee, 

Baw. And you do caſheere himgtſe ſhall be entertain'd, 

Rog. Shal I? then blurt a your ſeruice, 

Bell. As hell would haue it, entertain'd by you! 

I dare the deuill himſelfe to match thoſe two. Exit, 

Baw. Mary gup, are you growne ſo holy, ſo pure,ſohoneſt 


with a pox? 
F 3 Rog. 
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. $curuy honeſt Punck! but ſtay Aadenas,how muſt our 
mu nt bee now? for you know 1 amto have all the com. 
mings in at the hall dore,and you at the chamber dore, 

Ba. True Rog.except my vailes, Rog. Vailes, what vailes? 

Ba, Why as thus, if a couple come in a Coach, and light to 
lie downe alirtle,then Rogey that's my fee, and you may walke 
abroad; for the Coach-man himfelfe is rheir Pandar, 

Re. 1s fo? intruth I have almoſt forgot, for want of exer- 
ciſe:: But how if I fetch this Citizens wife to that Gull, and 
that Madons to that Gallant, how then? 

Ba. Why then, _— are to hane fixpence alane, ſo 
many lanes, fo many ſ1xc-pences. 

Ro. Iſt ſo?then I ſee we rwo ſhall agree and liue m__ 

Ba. 1 Reger, fo long as there be any Tauernes and bawdy 
bouſes in Millain, Exe. 

at 9. wy 
Enter Bellafronte with a Lure, pen, inhe, and payer 


Silks and Values Pearles and Anbers, 
Shall not draw me to their Chambers. Thee 
Silks and VV chuers, ove. WrInRes , 


Oh, ris in yaine to writezit will not 
Inke on this paper would ha but 
The foule black ſpots that ſtick ypon my ſonle, 
Andrather inake mc Joathf#mer, then wrought 
My loucs impreſſion in Hipebroes thought. 

No, I muſt turne the chaſte leaves of my breſt, 
Andpick out ſome fweer means to breed my reft, 
Hiypolna, beleeue me 1 will be, 

As true vnto thy heart, as thy heart to thee, 


— ———— 


| 
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And hare all men, their gifts avd company, 
Enter Mathes, Caftracbis, Flue Plvratts 

Mat. You, Puncke, ſabands Cockatrice, O yare 2 
ſweere whore of your promiſe, are you ni6t thinke you? how 
well you came to ſupper — +mew, 2 Whoore and 
breake her word! nay you may , and hold downe your 
head at it well enough : Sfoot, acke chaſe Callanes if wo aa 
not till we were as hungry as Sergeants, 

Fle. 1, _—_— Yeornen too, 

Caſtr. Nay faith Arquaintance , let me tell you, t 
your ſelfe ated : we hadexcellent rant rnd . 
and were drunke after ſupper. 

Pior. And when wee were i our Woodcockes ( ſweete 

) x brace of Gulles, dwelling heere in the Citry, came 
in, and paidall the ſhot, Af. Pox on her,ket het 

Bell. O, 1 pray doe;if you be Gentlemen : 

I pray depart the houſe; beſhrew the doore 
For being ſo eafily intreated : faitly 

Lent bur little care ymeo your talke, 

My minde was bufied otherwiſe in troth, 
Andſo your words did ynregarded paſſe : 
Let this ſuffice, Iam not as I was, 

Fls. Tam not what I was! no Ile be fworne thowarr not: 
for thou wert honeſt #t frue, nd now th art a Puncke at ffe 
reene : thou wert ras te, whore , and now th'art 4 
cunning Conny-catching baggage to day, 

Bell. Te fay Ime worte, I pray forfake me then, 
I doe defire yowleaue me, Genrlemer, 

And leaue your felues : O be nor what you are, 
(Spend-thrifts of foule and body) | 
Let me ade youto forſake all Harlots, 
Worſe thew the deadbeft poyſons, they are worſe : 
For o're their ſoules hangs an erernall curſe, 
In being ſlaues to ſlaues, their ſabours periſh, 
Th'are ſeldome blefſt with fruit; for erc it blofforns, 
Many a wortne cenfounds it, 
They haue no ifſue but foule ygly ones, 
That run along with them, ene —_— 
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For ſtead of children, they breed ranke diſcaſes, 
And all you Gallants can beſtow on them, 

Is that French Infant,which ne'r a&ts, but ſpeakes: 

What ſhallow ſonne and hcire then,fooliſh oallant, 

Would waſte all his inheritance,to-purchaſe 

A filthy loath'd diſeaſe? and pawne his body 

To a dry euill : that yſurie's worſt ofall, 

When th'Intereſt will cate out the Principall, 

Mat, Sfoot,ſhe gulles em the beſt : this is alwayes her fa- 
ſhion,when ſhe would be rid of any company that ſhee cares 
not for, to enioy mine alone, 

Flu, Whats heere, Inftrutions, Admonitions, and Caue- 
ats? Comeout you ſcabbard of Vengeance, 

Mat, Flello,(purne your hounds when they foiſte, you ſhall 
not ſpurne my Puncke, I can tell you my bloud is yext, 

Flu. Pox a your bloud: make it a quarrell, 

AMat, Y'areaflaue, will that ſerue turne? 

Omnnes Sbloud, hold, bold, 

Caſt. Matheo, Flxello, for ſhame putvp. ' 

Bell. O how many thus mou'd with follic,haue let out their 
ſoules in brothell houſes, fell downe and dicd iuſt at their har- 
lots foote, as 'twere in pride, 

Flu. Mathzo,we ſhall meet. 

Mat, 1,1, any where,fauing at Church ; 

Pray take heede we meet not there, 

Flu. Adue Damnation, 

Caſtry. Cockatrice,fatewell, 

Pia, There's more deceit in women,then in hell. Exewrr. 

Mat. Ha, ha, thou doeſt gull em fo rarely,ſo naturally : if I 

fid not thinke thou hadſt beene in earneſt : thou art a ſweete 
Rogue for't yfaith, 
Bell, Why are not = gone too,fignior Mathes? 
I pray depart my houle : you may beleeuc me, 
In troth I have no part of harlotin me, 
Mat. How is this ? 
Bell, Indeede Tlone you not : but hate you watſe 
Then any man, becauſe you were the firſt 


Gauc mony for my ſoule ; you brake the Ice, 
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Which after turnd a puddle : I was led 
By your temptation to be miſerable? 
Ipray ſecke out ſome other that will fall, 
| Or rather, I pray ſecke out none at all, 

Mat. 1s't poſſible ro be impoſſible! an honeſt whoore?! 1 

haue heard many honeſt Wenches turne Strumpets with a 

wet finger, but fora Hacrlot to turne honeſt, is one of Herculas 

Labours, It was more eafie for him in onenight to make fif- 

ty queanes, then to-make one ofthem honeft againe in fiftic 
; yeares: 

Cane, LI hope thou doſt but jeſt, 

Bell, Tis time to leaue off jeſting, 
| Ihadalmoſt jeſted away my faluation : 
I ſhall loueyou, if you will ſoone forſake me, 

Mat. God bwith thee. | To 

| Bell, O,empt no. more women 2 

Shunne their wei _—_— 

Women = beſt) are bad, make em not worſe: 

You gladly ſeeke our Sexes ouerthrow : 

Bur not to raiſe our States for all your wrongs 151; 

Will you youchſafe mee burduerecompenagyoino 

To marry with me? £ 

Mat. How!marry with a Puncke, a Cockatrice, a Harlot> 

mary foh, Ie be burnt thorow thenoſe firſt} ', +21; 

Bell, Why la? | 
Theſe are your othes : you loue to vndoe vs, 

To put heauen from vs, while dur;beſt houres waſte : 
You loue to make vs lewd;burt neuer chaſte, 

Mat, Ile heare no more of this; this ground ypon, 
Thart damn'd for altring«hy religion. "Exit, 

Bell. Thy Luſt and Sinne ſpeake fo much! 
Goe thou my ruine, the firſt fall my ſoule rooke; 
By mine cxample I hope few maitlens now 
Will put their heads vnder mens girdles : ' 
Who leaſt trpſts,js moſt wiſe ;:;-; - 

Mens othes doe caſt a miſt before our eyes,. 
My beſt of wit,be ready,now I got, 
By ſome deuiceto greet Heipoltsn. : 3, 


'SCENA 


THE HONEST WHORE. 


Py SC —_ mn, a 
Enter 4 ſernant ſetting ont 4 T able,on whi & 4 Sc 
4 a Piling, 4 Books,and 4 T aper. 2g | 
Ser, So, this is Monday morning , and now muſt I to my 
huſwifry ; would I had beene created a Shoomaker, for all the 
Gentle-craft arc Genelemen enery Monday by their Coppie, 
and ſcorne (then) to worke one true ſtitch, My maſter means 
Gare to turne me into a Rudent , for heere's my Booke , heere 
my Deske,heere my Light, this my cloſe chamber, and heere 
my Puncke : ſo that this dull drowfie «firſt day of the weeke, 
makes mee halfe a Prieſt , halfe a Chaundler, halfe a Paincer, 
balfe a Sexton, I and halfe a Bawd : for all this day my office is 
to doc nothing but to keepe the doore, To proue ir, look you, f 
this good face and p_ entleman ( fo ſoone as eyerm y 
backe is turnd) will be n together, Enter Hipolito. 
Hip. Are all the windows ſhut Ser. Cloſchir,as the fit 
of a Courticr that hath ſtood in three reignes, 
Hip. Thou art a faithfull ſeruant,and obſeru'ft 
The Kalender, both of my ſolemne yowes, 
And ceremonious forrow : Ger egonn, 
I charge thee on thy life, let noe the ſound 
Of any womans voyce pierce through that doore, 
Ser. Ifthey doe(my Lord) Ile pearce ſome of them: 
What will your Lordſhip haue to breakefaſt? | 

Hip. Sighs. Ser. Whatto dinner? , Teares, 

Ser. The one of them ( my Lord) will fill you too full of 
wind , the other wer you too much, What to ſupper? 

Hip. That which now thou candt not get me, the conftan- 
cic of a woman, 

Ser. Indeed thats harderto come by then euer was Oftend, 

Hyp. Pre thee away. 

Ser. Ile make away my ſelfe-prefently, which few ſeruants 
will doe for their Lords; but rather. helpe xo make them 2- 
way : Now to my doore-keeping, Thope to picke ſomething 

Exit. 


out of it , | 

Hig. My Infelices face , tex brow, her cie, 
The Graple on her checke ; andfugh ſweet 5kill, 
if 


Hath 


Hath from workmins pencill low 
-Theſe lippes looke rel nid lively whirevas, 
bougtng to mus and ſpeake, Lasinow I fee, 
The realon why fond wotnen loue to buy 
Adulterate corniplexion: here 'tis read, 

Falſe coulours haſt after the true be dead, 

Of all the Roſes grafted on her cheekes, 

Of all the graces dauncing iq het eyes, 

Of all che Muſick ſer ypon her tongue, 
Of all that was paſt womans eheallence, 

In her white boſome;look! a painted boord, 
Circumſcribes a: Eatth can tio bliſfe affoord. 
Nothing of her but this? this &niot ſpeake, 

Tt has no lipfor me to reft ypon, 

No lip worthtafling: here the wormes will feed, 
As in her coffin:hence then idle Arr, 

True loue's beſt piftur'd in a true-loues heart, 
Here art thon drawn ſweetrmid, till this be dead, 
So that thou liu't rwice, twice art buried, | 
Thou figure of my friend, fie there; What's here? 
Perhaps this ſhrew'd pate was mine encmies; 
Las! fay it were: 1 need not feare him now: 
For all hi — his conumetions waged 
His er-pointe plor, 
(Tho weeefsmiſchiour his ef ples 
His quarrels, and (that common ſence) his law, 
See, lee, they're all caten out; hete's not left one: . 
How cleane they're pickt away! to the bare bone! 
How mad are mortals then co reare great names 
On tops of ſwelling houſes? or to weare out 
T wa ks ends(in durt)to ſcrape yp gold! 
Not caring ſo (that ſumpter-horſe) the backe _ 
Be hung with gawdy trappings, with what courſe 
Yea rags moſt beggarly, they death the ſoule: 
Yer(after all) their Gy-»eſ# lookes thus foule. 
What fooles are men to build agariſh tombe, 
Onely to ſaue the carcaſe whilftir rots, 


Tomaintaintlongia Runkingymake good rior 


But _ no j 4 deeds dryers 

For deeds keep men = wm 

Fe pot eres fooles,w —- 

Muſt all heads thus at laft RY rogether: | 

Draw memy picturethen, thou graue neate workeman, 
After this f:tjon, not like this; | = ls ws 

In tune kiſſing but aire, will mw" TRg 

Bur here's afellow; that which he layes on, 

Till doomes day alters not complexion: 

Neath's the beſt Painter then: that draw ſhapes, 

And live by wicked faces,are but Gods 

* They come hut neexe the life, and there they tay, 

This fellow drawes life too: his Art is fuller, 

The pictures which he makes are without colour. 


Enter his ſer nant. 


Ser. Her's a perſon would ſpeak with you Sir, 
Hy. Hah! 
Ser. A Parſon, fir, would ſpeake with you. 
Hyp. Vicar? 
Ser. Vicar? no'fir, has too good a face to be a Vicar yer, a 
youth,a very youth. 
Hip. What yourh?of man or woman? lock the dores, 
Ser, If it bea woman, -bones and Potato pies keepe- 
me for medlin with her, for the thing has got the breeches, 
'ris a male-yarlet ſure my Locd, for a womans. tayler ne're 
meaſur'd him, "7 
Hp. Let him giue thee his meſſage and be 
Ser. Hee hee's Signior . Afatheoes man , but I know 
he lies, 
Hip. How doi thou know it? 
Ser. Cauſc has nere abcard:' ris his boy Tthinke, fir, wbo«. 
ere paid for his fiyrfiri PREY 
Hyp.$cad him and keep the Gore. Reader... 
Fara ilcerrunbi, 
Fingere &b trro mes, 
Temperem Teplyno lew well. | 
"1 _ ale aCanebooſ thy the Ocean, 


a Page.,good 


THE HONEST waoks.,. 
Cedars are ſhaken,when ſhride do foe no biuiaey 


Emer Bellafrons like « Page, * 


How? from AMathes? 


Bell. Yes my Lord. 

Hip. Are fick? 

Bell. Nocallin health my Lord, 
Hip. Keep off, F 


Bell. I do: 


Hard fate when womer are compeld to wooe. 


Hy. This paper does ſpeake noching, 


Bell, Yesmy 
Matter of life it ſpeakes, and therefore writ 

In hidden character, tome inftruQidn | 
My Maiter giues, and (leſſe you pleaſe to lay 
Till you both meet) I can the rexz diſplay, _ 


Lord, 


Hip, Do ſa; read out. 
Bell. I am already our: 


Looke on my face, and read the ftrangeſt tory! 
Hip. Wha villaine, hot Emter bis ſerxant. 
Ser, Call you 
Hy. Thou flane,chou haſther jn che devill, 

Ser. Lord blefſe ys, where? hee's nor clouen ty 

I can ſee: beſides, the deuill goe#more like a Geatleman they 

my Lord Boo conragio. | 

Hy. Thou baftler in a woman, in mans ſhape, 
And thou __ d on 

Ser. Not damn'd1 r 

Hy. Fetch me my rapier, wm (hall kill thee, 

Purge this infeRed chamber of thar plague, | 

That runnes ypo2 me thus: Slaue, thruſt herhence, ” 
Ser. Alas my Lord, I ſhallnevcr be able tg thruſt her hence 

without helpe: come Mer-maid youmuſt ro Sexugen, 
Bel. Here m2: bur ſpeake,my words ſhall be all Muſick: 

Here me bar ſpeake, TO {4 | he 
Hi. Aather beates the dore, 

T other $1ce-d-uill, look, 

S*r, Way then hel's broke looſe, Exit. ”' 
Hp. H:acc,guard the cha n>er:let ns more comvin, 
G 3 Oas 


Lord? ' © 


Lord thar, 


1 


6 2 wornan to a Lord, 


HE. HONEST WH ORE. 
One woman for man's dammation, 
Beſhrew thee, thou doſt make me violate, 
The chaſteſt and moſt fanfimonious vow, 
That e're was entredin the court of heagen; 
1 was on meditations ſpotlefle wings, 

my iourney thirher; a. 2 Rarme 
Thoubenti my rened 
Flat to the groun and like a theife oſt fiand, 
To ſteale dn from the haly land. 


Bell. If woman were thy morher; if thy bears 
Be not all Marble (orif” pb *y | 


Let my teares ſoften it, 
Ido beleech thee do not of nu Aw 
Deſtroy a woman. 

Hip. Woman 
Ger thee ſome other ſuite, ry thee. not: 
I would not grant it to a kneeling Queene, 
I cannot loue theg,norI muſt nor: See, 
The copy of that obli 

penalties, 


Whee my ſoule's bound in hea 


Bell. She's dead you Te lerfaller fling, 
WM log ke une wo} 
Vanking von os of Starres, | y 


How Iobſcrug ſhould I breake my- ; Fo 
Calne _ wot _ in twaine, theſe wooden oodenlippes: 


pal} pens ilaine,lerir lufbeer; | 
I T er thegin.t] ——_—_— It noraGgne 
I loue thee, 6." with ong.lo moſt deere, ; 
Fle haue thee fellowes? All axe fellowes there. 
Ft Be greatey then a og not a/body,,. 
But from cternal{ſh exernaltſhipwrack keep a ſoule, 
If nat;ap Lafhithes: againg, hanes Ieread, 
The gr mine,the gu thy head,” ; 4 
Hyp.Stay and take Phefck fox 4 rages this book, 
Aske counſell of this head what's to he done, + . 
He'le ftrike it rai) » that 'tis,.darvnation, | 
If you turns; Typeogaingob dait ook, TE RT 
21. © 


CEHE HONEST FHORE. 
Tho heauen cannor allure you to doe well, © 
From doing ill lethel! wig :apdlerte this, 
The ſoule whoſe boſome Luft did never touch, 
Is Gods faire Bride,and maidens ſoules are fuch: 
The foule that levuing Chaſticies white ſhore, 
Swimsin hot fenſuall fireames, is the diveHs whore, 
How now, who comes? Emer hi; ſernant, 
Ser. No more knaut# ws b5np that weare ſmockes:heetes 
a Letter from Door Fenedi#: 1 would notemer his man, tho 
hee had haires at his for feare he ſhould be a woman, 
for ſome women hauec beat, mary they are halfe witches, Shd- 
you are a ſweet youth to weare a-cod-peece,and haue no pins 
tofticke yporit, | h | 
Hip. Vie meet the DoQtor, vell him, eos night? cannot : 
But at morrow rifing Sanne T'will not file: =» 
Goe woman,fare thee-welF, Excmnt. 
Kell: The loweſt fall can be but into hell 
It does not moye him ,+ I muſt therefore fly 
From this vadoing Cirtie, and with teares 


F 
(na ap 
had, em of my fifter me Iknow he vis toputnothing that's 
xe, _ tandnime, by this hand 


g | | | ox 
more: I'le lurke in a Tautrneftor farre off, and provide fupper 
ro.oloſedp the-en'd of the Trapedyr the Ein Divers - 
member,ſtand zo't, Ibeſcech.you and play. your patts perficly, 
Cra. Looke you fignior,tismpTyour gold that we weigh., 
Fuft. Nay,nay,weighit and ſpare nog,if itlacke,one graige 
of corne,1'le giue you a buſhell of heats Freed ns 
Cram, But by your fauour __ Which ofthe'ſeruahrs 
[ is 


THE HON EST WHORE, 
{5 it, becauſe wee'l puniſh iuſtly, | 
Fuſti, Mary 'tis rac head man, you ſhall taſte him by his 
- rongue,a pretty tall prating fellow, with a Tuſcalonian beard, 
Poli, Tuſcalonian | very good. - | 
Fuſt. Cods life, I was pe'r {o thrumbed fince I'was a Gen. 
tleman : my coxcombe was dry beaten, a$ if my haire had bin 


— Wee'l dry beate ſome pf them, 
Fuſt. Nay,it grew (o high, thatay fiſter cryed out murder, 
very manfully : I have her conſeyt (ina manner) ro-habe him 
pepperd : elſe Fic nor doe't,to wiimorc thenten cheaters do 
"at 2 itogs bieake bur his pate, px {o, onely his mazer, be- 
cauſe I le haue his head -o a Cloth as well as mine; hee's a Lin- 
nen Draper and may take cnough...} could enter-midte Ation 
of Battery apaink him, but we-maycrbaps be boch dead and 
rotten before the Lawyers would end it, "11% 
Cram, Ro more to:doc, but. inskonce your ſelfe ith Ta. 
uerne, prouide no great cheare, a couple of Capons, ſome Fe. 
ſants, Plouers, an Otingeado-pie,or (0: but bow bloudy foc'r 
theday be,fally you nor forth, _ | * 
Fuſt. No,no,nay if I Rirre,ſome body ſhall ſtinke : Fle nor 
budge : Tie lic like a "$8e in a manger, | Fea? 
Cram. Wel,wel.to the Tauerne, let not our ſupper be raw, 
for you ſhall haue bloud enough, your belly full... | 
Fuſt, Thar's al, ſo god ſa me,] thirſt after, bloud for bloud, 
bump for bump, noſe for noſe, head for head, plaiſterfor plai. 
ſer, and ſo farewell : whatſhall 1 call your games beck: Ile 
leaue word, if any ſuch come to the Barre? 
Cram, My name is Corporall Crambo, 
- Poli, Andmine, Lieutenant Poli, | 
Cram, Pole js 25 tall a man as cuer opened Oifſter : 
I would not be the Diuell romeete Poli, Farewell, * 
' Put. Nor, by this light, if Pob be ſych a Pobi, © Extent. 
Enter Candidoes wife in her Shop, and the 
mo Premtiſes. C8 
Wife. Whar's a clotke now? * | 
2+ Pren. Tw almoſt twelue, 


THB HONEST WHORE 


' Wife. That's well, - © 
The Senate will leaue wording preſently: 
Buyis Gewgo ready ? | | 

2. Pren. Yes forfooth hee's furbuſhr, = 

Wife. Now as you euer hope to win a 
Thaw! both ———da and reſpetts on bm, 
With the like awe as if he were your maiſter, 
Lernot your lookes berray it with zfmile, 
Or iccring glaunce to any Cuſtomer, 
Keepe a true ſetled countenance; and 
You hugh not whatfoe'r you heare or ſee. 

2. Pren. 1 warrant you miſtris, let ys zfone for keeping our 
countenance: for if I lit, there's not a foole in all Aflaine ſhal 
makeme laugh, let him play the foole ne'r (o like an afſe, whe. 
ther ir be the fat Court foole, or the leane Citric foole, 

Wie. Enough then,call downe George. 

2. Prev. I heare him comming, 

Emer ws 

Wife. Be ready with your gs thes,letme fre | 
How curtfie would become him: gallantly! 
Beſhrew my bloud,'a proper ſeemely man, 
Of a choice carriage, walks with a good pore, 

Geo, I thanke you Miſtris, * Ps 
My back's broad enough,now tny Mafters gown * 0th. 

' Wi, Sure,I ſhould thinkewere thekeaſt of fin,” '- 
Tomiftake the Maiſter,and lethim in, _ 

Geo. Twere a good Comedy of Errors ifaith, 
. 2.Pren, Whiſt, whift,my Maſter 


Enter Candids, and Exit preſently. 


Wife. You all know your txsks:Gods my life! 
Whats-that he haz got on's backe? who can ref 
Geo. Thar'can 1,but I will not, | 
We. Girt abour himlike a madman; 
What, haz he loſt his cloake roo ? 
This is the maddeſt faſhion thatere Thaw, «<'- 
What ſaid he George hen be paſſed by they?'-++/ - 4 / 


8 2of 
| 


George 


Geor. Troch miſtris nothing : not ſo much 23.4 Bee, che did 
not hum: not ſo much as abawd,he did not hemnot fo much 
a5 a Cuckold,he did not ha : neither hum, hem,nor ha, onely 
Rared me in the face,paſked along, and made haſte in, as ifmy 
lookes had wrought with him,to giue him a ſtoole, ; © 

Wi. Sure hee $,yext now, this trick haz mou'd his ſpleene, 
Hee's angerd now, becauſe he vatred notbings. __.._ 

And werdleſſc wrath breakes out:more violene,' - - 
May be hee'le ſtrive for place, when he comes downe: 
Burt if thou loueſt me George, afford him none, 

Geo. Nay, let me alone to play my maſtersprize,aslong as 
my miſtris wazrants me : Iam ſure I hauc his beſt clothes on, 
and 1 ſcorne to giue place toany tha is inferiour in apparrell 
to me, that's an Axiome, a Principle, and is obſeru'd as much 
a5 the faſbion ; let that perſwade you they, that I'le ſhoulder 
with him for the ypper handia the ſhop,as long as this chaine 
willmaintaine it. 

Wife. Spoke with the ſpirit of a Maiſter , though-with the 
tongue of a Prentile, 

Entar Candido like a Prentiſe. 

' Why how now mad- man, what in your tricke fi-coars? 

; Cad © prarh oe miſtris. 

| Crambo awd Poli, | 
See what you lacke, what is't you buy ? pure Callicoes, fine 
Hollands choiſe Cambrickes ys : ſee what you 
_— ray come neare , my maiſter will yſe you well, hee can 

you a penny-Worth, 

Wife. I that he can, out of awholepeeceof Lawne ifaith, 

Cand. Pray ſee your choice keere Gentlemen. 

Wife. O fine foole ! what,a mad-man! « patient madman! 
who euer heard of the like ? Well fir, Tlefir you and your hu- 
mour preſently z what,croffc points!T'le ynty emall in a trice, 
Fle vex you iFich ; boy,take your cloke, quick,come, Exit. 

Cand, Be couered George, this Chaine and welted Gowne, 
bare to this coate : then the world's vpfide downe. 

George. Vmh,Vmh,hum, 
Cram, That's the ſhop,and there's thefellow, 
Tb, I bur the maiftg js yralking inthere, 


THE HONEST WHORE.. 


Cram. No matter, wee lin, 
Poli, Sbloud,doſt long tolie in Limbo? 
Cr am, And Limbo be in hell,I care nor. 
Cand. Looke you, heere's choice Cambrickes, 

Cram. No fir, ſome ſhirting, 

Card. You (hall, : 

Cram. Haue you none of this ſtrip'd Canuas for doublets? 

Cand. None (trip d fir, but plaine, 

2. Pren, 1 thinke there be one peece ſtrip'd within, 

Geo, Step firra and fetch ir, hum,hum,humn. 

Cand, Looke you gentlemen, Ile make bur one ſpreading, 
here's a peece of cloth, fine, yer ſhall weare hike yron,tis with« 
out fault, take this vpon my word, tis without fault, 

Cram, Then tis better then you firra, 

Cand, 1, and a number more, O that each ſoule 
Were bur as ſporleſle as this innocent white, 

And had as few brackes in it. 
Cram, T would haue forme then : 
There was a fray heere laſt day in this ſhop, 
Cand, There was indeede, a little flea-biting, 
Poli, A Gentleman had his pate broke : 
Call you that bur a flea-biting? 
Cand. He had ſo. 
Cram. Lownes do you ſtand to it ? He ſtrikes him. 
Geo. Sfoot,clubs,clubs,prentiſes,downe with em, 
Ah you rogaes, ſtrike a Citizen in's ſhop? 
Can, None of you ftirre Ipray, forbeare good George, 
Cram. Ibeſcech you fir, we miſtooke our markes, deliuer 
vs Our Weapons. 
George, Your head bleeds fir, cry clubs, 
Cara, I fay you ſhall not, pray be patient, 
Giue them their weapons:firs,y are beſt be gone, 
I rel you here are boyes more tough then Beares: 
Hence, leſt more fiſts do walke about your cares, 
Both. Wethanke you fir. Exemunt. 
Cand, You ſhall not follow them: 
Let them alone pray, this did meno harme, % 
Troth I was cold, and the blow mademe warme, 


THE HONEST WHORE 
I thanke em for't: beſides, I had decreed 


To haue a veine prickt, I did meaneto bleede: 
So that there's mony ſau'd : they are honeſt men, 
Pray vſe'em well, when they appeare agen, 

Geroe. Yes fir, wee't vie 'em like honeſt men, 

Cand. I,well ſaid George, like honeſt men , tho they be ar. 
rant knaues, for that's the praiſe of the Citty; helpeto lay vp 
theſe wares, 

Enter his wife with Officers, 

Wife. Yonder he ſtands, 

OF. Whar in a Prentices coate? 

Wife. I,I, mad,mad,pray take heede, 

Cand, How now! what news with them? 

What make they with my wife? 
Officers, is ſhe attach'd? Looke to your wares, 

Wife. He talks to himſelfe : hee's much gone indeede, 

Off. Pray plucke yp a good heart, be not ſo fearefull: 
Sirs hearke, wee'l gather to him by degrees, 

Wie. 1,I, by & rees I pray : Ohme! 

What makes he with the Lawne in his hand? 
Hee'l reare all the ware in my ſhop. 

OF. Feare not, wee'l catch him on a ſodaine, 

Wife. You had need do ſo,pray take heed of your warrant 

Off. 1 warrant miſtris : Now fignior Candide. 

Card. Now fir,vhat news with you? 

Wife. What news with you he Ges Oh hee's far gone! 

Off. I pray feare nothing, ler's alone with him, 
Signior,you looke nor like your ſelfe me thinkes, 

Steale you a tother fide, y'are chang'd,y are altred, 

Crd. Chang'd fir, why true fir, is change ſtrange, tis not 
the faſhion volcſſe it alter, Monarkes turne to beggars, beg. 
gars creepe into the neſts of Princes, maſters ſerue their Pren. 
tices, Ladics their ſeruing-men, men turne to women, 

OF And women turne to men, 

Cn, I, and women turne to men, you ſay true,ha,ha,a mad 
world, a mad world. 

OF. Hau* we caught you fir? 
Cand. Caugli me! well, well, you haue caught mee. 


—..- 
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Wife. He laughs in your faces. 

George. A relcue(prentiſes)my maſters catch-ppt'q, 

Off. I charge you keepe the peace , or hauc your legs gar- 
tered with yrons, we haue from the Duke a warrant ſtrong e- 
nough for what we doe, | 

Cand. Ipray reſt quiet,I defire no reſcue, 

Wife. La, be defires no reſcue, las poore heart, 

He talkes againſt himſclfe, 
Cand, Well,whar's the matter? 
Off. Looke to that arme, 
Pray make ſure worke, doublethe cord, 

Cand. Why,why? 

Wi. See how's head goes, ſhould he ger looſe, 
Twereas much as all our liues were worth, ; 

Off. Feare not, wee'l nuake all ſure for our owne ſafetie, 

Cand, Are you at leiſure now?well, what's the matter? 

Why doe I enter into bonds thug?ha! 
OF. Becauſe y'are mad, pur feare vpon your wife, 
Wy. O1I,I went in danger of my life every minute, 
C.o:d. What, am I mad ſay you,and I not know it? 
Off That proues you mad, becauſe you know it not. 
Wife. Pray talke to him as little as you can, 
You ſee hee's too farre ſpent, 
Cand. Bound with ſtrong cord, 
A ſiſters threed yfaith had beene enough, 
To leade me any where : wife, doe you long? 
You are mad to0,or elſe you doe me wrong, 
George. Bur are you mad indeed maiſter ? 
Cana. My wife fies {s, 
And what ſhe ſaies George, is all truth you know: 
And whither now, to Bethlem monaſtery, ha! whither? 
Off. Faith ce'n to the mad-mens pownd, 
Can. A Gods name, ſtill I feele my patience ſound, Ex, 
Ge. Come,we'l ſee whither he goes, if the maſter be mad, 
we are his ſeruants,and muſt follow his teppes,wee'l be mad- 
caps too:farewel miſtris,you ſhal haue vs all m Bedlem, Exezt 
Wefe. I thinke I haue fitted you now, you and your tloths, 
If his moue not his patience, nothing can, _ 
f 2 e 
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Tle Gyeare then I haue a Saint, and not aman Ei, 


SCENA X1IIT, 
Enter Dake, Dotftor, Fluc!'o,C:ſiruchio,Pioraito, 


Ds. Giue vs alittle leaue; DoCtor,your news, 

Dott. 1 cnt for him my Lord,at la{t heecamg, 
And did recciue all ſpeech that went from me, 
As gilded pilles madeto prolong his health: 
My credit with him wrought it :for ſome men 
Swallow cuen empty hooks, like fooles that feare 
No drowning where tis deepeſt, cauſetis cleate : 
Tn th'end we tate and eatec: a health I dranke 
To Infelices {weete departed foule, 
This traine I knew would take, 

D#. Twas excellent, 

Dott. He fell with ſuch deuotion on's knees 
To pledge the ſame, 

Duke Fond ſuperſtitious foole! 


Dott, That had he been inflam'd with zeal of prayer, 


He could not poure't out with more reverence : 
About my rw he hung, wept on my cheeke, 
Kiſt it, and ſ{worc he would adore my lippes, 
Becauſe they brought forth /nfelices name, 
Dake Hayha, alacke,alacke, 
Dott. The Cup he lifts vp hie,and thus he ſaid, 
Heere noble maid : drinks, and was poiſoned, 
Duke And died? 
Dott, And died,my Lord, 
Duke Thou in that word haſtpeec'd 
Mine aged houres out with more yeares, 
Than thou haſt taken from Hrpolito, 
A noble youth he was, bur leſſer branches 
Hindring the greaters growth,muſt be lopt off, 
And fteede the fice : Doctor ware now all thine, 
And vie vsſo ; be bold, 
Dott, Thankes gracious Lord : 
My honored Lord : 
Duke Hum, 


_—_— — — — — ——— 
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Deft. 1 do belſecch your Grace to bury deepe, 
This bloudy a& of mine, 

Duke Nay,nay,for that, 
Do&or,looke you too't : mee it ſhall not moue, 
The'yre curft that ill do, not that ill doe loue, 

Do. You throw an angry forehead on my face: 
But be you pleas'd backeward thus far to looke, 
That for your good, this cuill I vadertooke, 

Dube 1,1, we conſter ſo: 
Dott. And onely tor your loue, 
Duke Confeſt : tis true, 

Dott. Norlet it ſtand againſt me as a barre, 

To thruſt me from your prelence : nor belecue 

(As Princes ha quick thoghts)that now my finger 
Being dipt in bloud,I will nor ſpare the hand, 

Bur that for gold(as what can gold not do?) 

I may be hir'dto worke the like on you. 

Duke Which to preuent, 

Dott, Tis from my heart as farre, 

Ds. No matter do&tor, caule Ile feareles ſleep, 
And that you ſhall ſtand cleare of thar ſuſpition, 
I baniſh thee for cuer from my Court, 

This principle is olde, but true as Fate, 
Kings may loue treaſon, but the traitor hate, Exit 

Do. lit ſo?nay then Duke, your ſtale principle, 

Wirth one as ſtale,the DoCtor thus ſhall quit, 

He falls himſelfe thac gs anothers pit: 

How now! where is he? will he meet me? 
Enter the Doltors man. 


Dottors man. Meet you fir, hee _— haue met with three 


Fencers in this time,and haue receiue 


leffe hurt then by mee- 


ting one Doctor of Phiſicke : why fir, he haz walkt ynder the 
olde Abbey wall yonder this houre, till hee's more cold then a 
Cittizens countrey houle in Ianiuere, you may ſmell him be. 


hinde fir :la you, yonder he comes, 
Dott, Leaueme, Enter Hipolito. 
Dottors man. Itch lurch if you will, Exit. 
Dotter. O my moſt noble friend! 

H 3 


Mi. Few but your ſelfe, 
Could hauc neic (7 3C chus: ro truſt the Aire 
With my clole {1gi15:you ſent for me, what news? 


Dott. Come,you mult doff this blacke, die tha; pale cheek 


Into his owne colour, goe, attire your ſclfc 

Freſh as a Bridegroome when he meets his Bzide 
The Duke haz done muchtreaſon to thy Loue, 
Tis now reucal'd, tis now to be reveng d: 
Be merry,honour'd friend, thy Lady liues. 

Hip. What Lady? 

Dott. Infelice, Shee's reuiu'd, 

Reuiu'd: alacke! Death neuer had the heart, 

To take breath from her, x 
Hy. Vmbh: Ithanke you fir, 

Phiſicke prolongs life, when it cannor ſave: 

This helpes not wy hopes,mine are in their graue, 

You doe ſome wrong to imocke me. 

DoB. By that loue 

Which I haue euer borne you, what I ſpcake, 

Is truth : the maiden liues, that funerall, 

Dukes teares, the mourning was all counterfet : 
A ſleepic draught coſned the world and you: 

I was his miniſter, and then chambred vp, 

To ſtop diſcouery, 

Hy. O treacherous Duke ! 

Doft. He can not hope ſo certainely for blifſe, 
As he belecues that I haue poiſon'd kmy you + 
He woo'd metoo't,I yeelded, and confirm'd him 
In his moſt bloudy thoughts, 

Hip. A __ diuell! 

Dott. Her did hee cloſely coach to Bergamo, 
And thither 

Hip. Will I ride, ſtood Bergamo 
In the Low Countries of blacke hell, Tle to her, 

DoF. You ſhall to her , but not to Bergamo : 
How Paſſon makes you flic beyond your (clfe; 

M ach of that weary journey I ha cut off, 
For ſhe by Letters hath intelligence, 


, 
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where thy maiſter lics? 
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Of your ſuppoſed death, her owne interrement, 
And all thote plots, which that falſe Duke her father 
Haz wrought againſt you : and ſhee'l meere you, 
Hyp. O when: 
Dott. Nay ſce : how couetous are your defires, 
Earely to morrow morne, 


Hipol. O where good father? 


Dott. ArBcthlem monaſterie: are youpleas'd now? \ 


Hipol. AcBethlem monaſterie ! the place well fits, 
It is the ſchoole where thoſe that looſe their wits, 
Practiſe againe to get them :1 am ficke 
Ot r'1at diſeaſe all Loue is lunatike. 

Dott. Wee'l ſieale away this night in ſome diſguiſe : 
Fatier Aſelmo, a moſt reverend Frier, 
Fxpectcs vur comming, before whom weellay 
Reaſons fo (trong, thar he ſhall yeeld in bonds 
O' loly wedlocke to tic both your hands. 

Hp. This is ſuch happineſle, 
That co belecue it, tis impoſſible, 

Dot. Let all your ioyes thendie in musbelice, 

I wil! reuvcale no more, 

Hip. © yes good father, 
I ain fo well acquainted with Deſpaire, 

I :now not how to hope: I belecue all. 

Do, Wee'l hence this night, much muſt be done, much 
But if the DoRtor faile not ins charmes, (ſaid; 
Your Lady ſhall erc morning fill theſe armes. 

Hipol. Heauenly Phifition ! farre thy fame (hall ſpread, 
That mak(t rwo Louers ſpeake when they be dead. Exemne. 


Candidoes wife, and Oeorge : Pioratto meets them. 
Wife. O watch good George, watch which way the Duke 
commeth, 
Geo. Heere comes one of the butter-flies, aske him. 
Wife. Pray fir, comes the Duke this way? 
Pio. Hee's ypon comming miſtris, Exit. 
Wife, I rthanke you lir ; George, are there many mad folkes 


George, 
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Geo. O yes,of all countries ſome, bur ſpecially mad Greeks 
they (warme : troth miſtris,the world is altered with you, you 
had not wont to ſtad thus with a paper humbly complaining : 
but y are well cnough ſeru'd : prouender prickt you,as it docs 
many of our Cirtic-wiues beſides, 

Wife, Dot thinke George we ſhall ger him forth? 

George. Truly miſtris I cannot tel, I rhinke you l hardly get 
him forth:why us [trange! Stoote I ha knowne many woimen 
that ha had mad raſcalls to their husbends, whom they would 
belabour by al means poſſible to keepe em in their right wits, 
but of a woman to long to turne a tame man into a mad man 
why the diuell himſelte was neuer vide fo by his dam, : 

Wyfe.” How does he talke George/ha! good George tell me, 

George. Whyy are belt goe ſee, 

Wife. Alas, I am afraid, 

George. Afraid! you had more nced be aſham'd , he may ra- 
ther be afraid of you, 

Wife. Burt George, hee's not ſtarke mad, is he? hee docs not 
raue, he is not horne-mad George,is he? 

George. Nay Tknow not that, but he talkes like a Tuſtice of 
peace, of a thouſand matters, and to no purpoſe, 0. 

Wife. lle to the Monaſterie : I ſhalbe mad til I enioy him, 
I ſhall be ficke yntill I ſee him, yer when I doe ſee him, 1 ſhall 
weepe out mine eyes, 

George. 1,Ide faine ſee a woman weep our her cies, that's as 
trrueas to (ay, a mans doake burnes, when it hangs in the wa- 
ter : 1 know you'l weepe miſtris, but what ſfaycs the painted 
cloth? Truſt not a woman when ſhe cries, 

For ſhes [pump water from her cies: 
Wih a wet finger,and in faſter ſhowers, 
Then Aprill when he raines downe flowers. 

Wife. 1 but George, thatpainted cloth 1s worthy to be han- 
pe vp for ing, all women hauc not tears at will,vnteſle they 

aue good ca 

George, Ibut miſtris how eafily will they finde a cauſe, and 
as one of our cheeſe-trenchers ſayes very learnedly: 


A's out of wormewood Bees ſucks Hony, 
As from poore Clients Lawyers firke money. 


Hs 
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As Parſley from « roſted : 
Gogh dy bene'r ſo Sn 

Tf wines will haxe it rame downe then it driges, 

The calmeſt hucbands make the ſtormeſt wines. 

Wife. Tame George,but I ha done ftorming now. 

Geo, Why that's well done: good miſtris, throw afide this 
faſhion of your humour , be not ſo fantaſticall in wearing it : 
ſtorme no more, long no more, This longing haz made you 
come ſhort of many a good thing that you might haue had 
from my maiſter : Here comes the Duke, 

Enter Duke, Fluells, Pieratto,Sinezs, 

Wife. O 1 beſcech you pardon my offence, 
In that I durſt abuſe PI Warrant, 
Deliuer forth my husband, good my Lord, 

Duke. Who is her husband? 

Flu. Candido my Lord, Dukg. Where is he? 

Wife. Hee's among the lunatickes, 

He was a man made yp withoat a gall, 

Nothing could moue him,nothing could conuert 
His fnecke bloud into fury , yet like a monſter, 

I often beate at the meft conſtant rocke 

Ofhis vnſhaken parience,and did long 


To vex him, Dwkg. Did you ſo? 
Wife. And for that purpoſe, 
Had warrant from your Grace,to him to 


Bethlem Monaſtery, whence theill not free him, 
Without your Graces hand that ſent him in, 

Ds. You h#longd faire,tis you are mad I feare, 
Trs fir to ferch him thence, and keep you there: 
Ifhe be mad, why would you haue him forth? 

Geo. Andpleaſe your Grace, hee's not ftarke mad,but only 
talkes like a yong Gentleman, ſomewhat fantaſtically, that s 
all : there's a thouſand abour your Court, Cirty,and Chaany 
madder then he, 

Dake. Prouide a warrant, you ſhall haue our hand, 
Geo. Here's a warrant ready drawne my Lord. 
Duke Ger penand incke, Enter Caſtruchio. 
Caſt. Where is my Lord the Duke? 


Dukg. How now! more mad men? I Caft, 


— ——_ 
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Ceft. 1 ha ftrange news my Lord. 
Duke, Of what? of whom? 
Caſtr. Of Infelice,and a marriage, 
Duke, Hz! where?with whom? 
Caſt. Hipolito, Geor, Here my Lord. 
Ds. Hence with that woman, yoidthe roome, 
Fla, Away,the Duke's vext. Exennt, 
Geo, Whoop,come miftris,the duk's mad too, 
Put Who told me that H:polto. was dead? 

| . He that can make any man dead, the dotortbut my 
Lord,hee's as full of life as wilde-fire,and as quicke : Hydius 
the Do&tor,and one more rid hence this eueniug ; the Inne at 
which they light is Bethlem monaſtery: /»felices comes from 
Bergame,and meetes them. there ;. Hipolito is mad, for he means 
this day-to be married, the after noone is the houre, and Fiier 
Anſelmois the knitter. 

Ds. From Bergamo? iſt poſhble?it cannot be.. 

Caft. I will not ſweare my Lord, 
But this intelligence I rooke from one, 
Whoſe braines worke in the plot. 

Dwke, What's he? Caſt » HMathas:. 

Flu, Matheo knowes all. 

Pior. Hee's Hyipolitoes bolome, 

Dwke. How farre ſtands Bethlem hence? 

Omnes. Six or ſcauen miles, 

Ds. Iſt ſo?nor married till the afternoone: 
Stay,ſtay, lets worke out ſome preuention : how! 
Thys is moſt ftrange,can'noue but mad-men ſerue 
To drefſe their wedding dinner? all of you 
Get preſently to horſe, diſguiſe your ſclucs, 
Like Country Gentlemen, 
Or riding Cittizens, or ſo: and take 
Each man a ſeucrall path, butler vs meete 
AtBethlem monaſterie, ſome ſpace of time 
voy ſpent berweene the arriuall cach of other, 
As it we came to ſeethaLunatickes. 
To horſe, away,be ſecret on your liucs, 


Loue muſt be puniſht that vnjullly thrives, Exeſs 
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Flu. Be ſecreton your lives: yy (= 

"Yare buya ſeuruy ſpaniel! ; honeſt Lord, 

Good lady:Zounds their loue is iuſt,tis good, 

And T'lepreuent you tho I ſwimin blood, Ex. 
Enter Frier Anſelmo, Hipolito, Mathao, Infelicer. 

Hip. Nay,nay,relolue good father,or deny. 

Anſ. You preſſe me toan 2&, borh full ot danger, and full 
of happines: for I behold your fathers frowns, his threars, na 
perhaps death to him that dare doe this : yet noble Lord, fi 
comfortable beames breake through theſe clouds by this bleſt 
mariage,that your hotor'd word being pawnd ia my defence, 
I will ciefaſt the holy wedding knot, 

Hip. Taſh,feare not thoDuke, 

Avnſ. O ſonne! wilely toffeare, is to be free fromfeare, 

Hy. You haue our words, and you ſhall baucjour liues, 
To guard you ſafe from all enſuing danger. 

Afae. 1,1, chop em vp,and away. 

Anſ. Stay,when iRfirfor mee, and ſafeſt for you,to enters 
raine rhis buſineſle ? Hip. Nox till the evening, 

Anſ. Beitſo, there ſtands a hard by, 

Vpon the weſt end of the Abbey wall, 
Thither conuey your ſelucs, and when the Sunne 


Hath cuan'd his ypon this vpper world, 
ing voice can breake the 


Tle marry you: that done, not 
| hurdboadye Lady,here you are moſt fafe, 
Inf. moſt deere, 


Mas. I,well faide, locke vs into ſome little roome by our 
felues, that we may be mad for an houre or two, 

Hip. O good Matheo no, ters make no noiſe, 

Mat. How! no noiſe! doe you know where you are? sfoor 
mongſt all the mad-caps in Aſller:{o that to thraw the houſe 
outat window wil be the better, and no man will ſuſpeR that 
we lurke heere to ſteale mutton : the more ſober wee are, the 
more ſcuruy tis . And thothe Friertell vs, that heere wee are 
ſafeſt, I am not of his minde, for if thoſe lay heere that had loſt 
their money, none would euerlooke after them, bur heere are 
none but thoſe that haue loſt their wits, ſo that if hue andcrie 
be made, hirher they'l come, and my reaſon is, becauſe none 

ball I 2 goes 
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yoes be married till hebe ftarke mad, 
H 


p. Muffle =_ ſclues, yonders Fluellos, Enter Flueks, 
Ma. Lounds ! 


Fls. O my Lord, theſe cloakes are nor for this raine, the 
rempeſt is r00 great © I come {weating to tell you of it, thar 
you may get out of it, 

Mai. Why whar's the matter? 

Flu. What's the matter? you haue matterd it faire : the 

Duk's at hand, 

Onnes The Duke! Flu. The very Duke. 

Hip. Then all our plors are turn'd vpon our heads; and 
we arc blowne yp,with our owne ynderminings. Sfoore how 
comes he?whar villaine durſt betray our being heere? 


Flu, Caſtruchia tolde the Duke, and Mathes heete told Cr- 
fruchi. 


Hip. Would you betray me to Caſtyuchio? 

Ma. Stoot,he damn'd hjmlſelf to hell,if he fpake on't agen. 

Hyp. So did you ſweare to me: ſo were you damn'd. 

My. Pox on em,ifthere be no faith in-men, if a man ſhall 
not belecue othes : he took Bread and Salt by this Light,that 
he would neuer open hislips. Hip. O God! 

Anſ. Son þe no deſperate, ha patience, you ſhallcrip your 
enemy downe by tus owne (lights: How far is the Duke hece? 

Flu, Hee's but new ſet out , Caſtruchio, Pigrattoand Sinezs 
come along with him ; you haue time enough yet to preuent 
them, if you haue but courage. | 

Anſ. Y eſhal fteale ſecretly into the Chappel), 

And preſently be married : if the Duke 


Abide heere till, ſpuc often thouſand cies, 
You ſhall ſcape hence like Friers. 


Hip. O bleſt diſguiſe} O happy man! 
Anſ. Talk not —_ ines til your clos'd hand 
Haue her by'th forehead, like the locke of Time: 


Be not too flow,nor hafty,now you clime 
Vp tothe Tower of bliſſe, only be wary 


And patient, thats all : if you like my plot, 

Build and diſpatch:if nor, farewell; then not. 
Hy. O yes, we doe applaud it, wee'l diſpute 

No longer, but will hence and exccute. . 
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Fluells,Y ou'l lay bere, ler vs be gone, 
The ground that frighted Louers treade ypon, 
| ; Is ftucke with thornes, 
Anſ. Come then, away, tis meete, Exeunt 
To ſcape thoſe thorns,te pur on —_ feet. 
Mat. No words pray Fheello for't ftands vs on. 
Flu. Oh fir,let that be yourleſſon: 
Alas poore Louers! on what hopes and feares, 
Men tofle themſelues for women: when ſhe's got 
The beft haz in her that which pleaſeth nor. 


Enter to Fluello,the Duke,Caftruchio, Piorarto, 
and Sinezs from ſenerall doores muffled. 


| Dake. Who's there? Caſt. My Lord, 
| ; Duke, Peace ; ſend thar Lord away, 
A Lordſhrp will ſpoile all,lers be all fellowes 
Whars he? 
Caſt. Flaello, or elſe Simezi by his little legs, 
Omnes. All friends,all Friends. 
Dx. Whart,met ypon the very point of time? 
Is this the place? Pio, This is the place my Lord. 
Ds. Dream you on Loadſhips! come no more Lords pray: 
You haue nor ſcene thefe Louers yet! Onm. Nor yet. 
Dwhe. Caſtruchio,art thou ſire this wedding feate is not till 
afternoone? Caftr. Sotis giuen out my Lord. 
Ds. Nay, nay, tis like, theetes muſt obſerve their houres, 
Louers watch minutes like Aſtronomers, 
How'ſhall the interim houres by vs be ſpent? 
Flu. Lets all go ſee the mad men. 
Om. Maſl: content, Enter Towne like « ſweeper. 
Ds. O here comes one, queſtion him, queſtio-him, 
Flu, Now honeſt fellow, doft belong to the houſe? 
- Tow, Yes forſooth, I am one of the implements, I ſweep the 
mad-mens roomes, and fetch ſtraw for'cm , and buy chrtnes 
ro tie em,and rods to whip em, I was a mad wag my felfe here 
| once, but I thank father A»ſenm,he laſht me into my witsageit, 
Du, Anſelme's the Frier muſt'marry them, | 
| + Queſtion himwhere he is, , 
EM. 3 
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Caſt. And where is father Auſelme now? 
Town. hee's gone but eucn now, 

D«. 1,wel done, tell me, whither is he gone? 

Tew. Why to God a mighty: 

Flu. Ha,ha, this fellow's a ftooie,talkes idely, 

Pio. Are all the mad folks in Miller ht hither ? 

Town, How all! there's a queſtion indeede: why jif all the 
mad folkes in Miles ſhould come hither, there would not bee 
lefe ten men inthe Cirty, 

Duke. Few Gentlemen or Courriers hcere, ha, 

Town. O yes,aboundance,aboundance,lands no ſooner fall 
into their hands, bur trait hey runne our of their wits: Cirti- 
zenis ſons and heirs are free of the houſe by their fathers copy: 
Farmers ſons come hither like geeſe (inflockes) 8 when: 
ha ſold all their cornc fields,here they fir and picke the ſtraws. 

Si, Mc thinks you ſhould have women here aſwell as men, 

Town, O 1,a plague on 'em,there's no ho with 'em, they're 
madder then March bares. 

Fle. Are there no Lawyers amongſt you? 

Town, O no,not one.: neuer any-Lawyer, we dare not let a 
Lawyer come in ,'forhee'l make 'era mad fafter then wee can 
recoucr 'em, 

Ds. And how long ift ere yourecouerany of theſe? 

Town, Why according to the quantitic ofthe Meone-thats 
got into 'cm, an Aldermans ſonne will-bee mad a great while, 
avery great while, eſpecially if his friends left him well , a 
whore will hardly come to her wits agen : a puritane there's 

no hope ofhim, valeſſe he may pull. downe the Steeple, and 
hang himlſelfe i th bell-ropes. 

Flu, Ipercciue all ſorts of fiſh come to your ner, 

Town, Yes in wuth,wehauc blockes for all heads, we haue 


good ſtore of wilde-Oates heere : for the Courtier is mad at 


Citrizen, che Cittizcn is madde at the Coantrey man, the 
Shoomaker is mad at the Cobler , the Cobler at the Carman, 
the Puncke is mad thatthe- marchants wife is no whore , the 
marchants wife is mad that the Punke is ſo common a whore : 
god ſo, here's father Anſelmo, pray ſay nothing that I tell tales 
our of the Schoole, Exit, Onn. Godblefle you father, 
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Anſel. 1 thanke you Gentlemen, Enter 

\Caft Pray may we ſee ſome of thoſe wretched cules, 
That heere are in your ketping? Yes, you ſh 
But Gentlemen, I uſt diſarme ang A: 
There arc ofmad-men, asthere are of tame, 
- humourd nocalike: we haue here ſore, 

iſh and phanrafticke,play with a feather, 

yy thorwould a ſoule to ſee Gods image- 
So blemiſhe and defac'd, yer doe they aft 
Such anticke and ſuch pretty lunacies, 
That ſpite of Sorrow they'l make ſmile; 
Others agen we have like hun Lions 
Fierce as wilde Bulls, ES as flies, 
And theſe haue oftentimes from ſtrangers fides 
Snatche rapiers Ges. _ done muctrharme, . 
Whom if you'l ſee,you muſt be weaponleſle, 
Om. With all ods, 
Arſ. Here, take theſe weapons in,. 
Stand off alittle pray: ſo,ſo,tis well : 
Poon you bere a man that was ſometimes 

grave and wealthy Cittizen, 
ſeru'd net mens to this misfortune, 
b—_ here ſeauen yeares , and dwelt in Bergamo. 
Dake. How fell he from his wits? 
Anſel. By loſle at Sea : 
Tle ſtand afide, ion him you alone, 
For if he {pic me l not ſpeake a word, 
Vnleſle hee's —— yext, Dſcomer: an old ar rage: 

Fle, Alas oule! Caft. Avery old man, (ina net. 
Dmakg. God d ſpeed fach | 
1.Mad. God ſpecd the \Ptoen;cik ſhalt not ſpeed me. . 
Pio. We ſee youold man for all you daunce in a ner, 
1.Mad. True,but thon nn, 17: and I ſhall 
An. O doe not yex him (not ſee thee, 
Caſtr. Are you a Fiſherman fa 
1.Mad. No, I am neicher fiſh rare WY 
Flu. What doe you with thas ner then? - 
1. Mad. Doltaccie foole? there% afreſh Salmon in't>if 


p one foot fu 


you'l be ouer ſhooes, foryou ſee Iam 
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oucrhend and care in ſalt-water : if you fall into this whirle. 

le where 1 am, 'yaredrown'd : y'are 8 drownd Rat , 1 am 
Ething here for five ſhips, bur I cannot hauc a good draught, 
for my Net breakes till, and breakes, but Te breake ſome of 
your neckes and I catch you in my cdutches.. Stay, ſtay,ftay, 
wheres the winde? wheres the winde? Out you Gulles, you 
Gooſe-caps,you Gudgeon-eaters! do you looke for the wind 
in the heauens? ha,ha,hacha, no,no, looke there, looke there, 
che winde is alwayes atthat doore : hearke how itblowes, 
puffc, puffe, putte, ' Onnes Ha,ba,ha, 

1. Mad. Do youlaugh at Gods creature?doyou mock old 
age, you Rogues? Is this gray beard and head counterfer, that 
you cry, ha,ha,ha? Sirra, art not thou my eldeſt ſonne? 

Pier. Yes indeede father, 

1.Mad. Then thart a foole,for my eldeſt ſonne had a polt- 
foor, crooked legs, a yeriuice face,and a peare-colourd beard: 
I made him a Scholler , and hee made himſclfe a foole, Sirra, 
thou there : hold out thy hand, Ds. My band, well, here tis. 

1.Mad. Looke,looke,Jooke,haz hee not long nailes, and 
ſhort haire? Flu, Yes, monſtrous ſhort haire, and abbomi. 
nable long nailes., 1,Mad, Ten-peny nailes,arc chey not? 

Flu. . Y es ten-peny nailes, 

1. Mad, Such nailes hed myſecond boy : kneele downe 
thou varler, and aske thy father bleſſing : Such nailes had my 
middlemoſt ſon, and I made him a Promoter : aid he ſcrapt, 
and ſcrapt,and ſcrapt,till he got the diuel and all:bur he ſcrapt 
thus and phus, andit went vader his legs, till at lengtha com- 
pany of Kites, taking him for carrion, Do vpall, all, all, all, 
If youloue your liues, looke to your ſelues : (ee, ſee, fee, the 
Turkes Gallies are fighting with my ſhips, Bowncr gges the 
gunnes: oooh! cry the men : romble,romble goe rhe waters : 
Alas,there;:tis{uncke, tis ſuncke : Fam vndone,l am yndone, 
you are the dannt'd Pirates have yndone mee : you are by the 
Lord,yoware;you are, ſtop 'em,you ate, = 

Anſ. Why bow now firta | muſt I fall to rameyou ? 

- - Mad. _ me }'na, cer Ter Is my Goh : 
ec,{ce,T am burnt with j wder;thcle are ourcl ks. 

it Auſc Viewhip youlſYou groveeruly thus. 
i) I'G { VOL, 276 : 1, Mad; 
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1.Mad. Whip me ! out you toad whip me? what juſtice i 
this, to whip mee becauſe Iam a beggar? Alas! I ama poore 
man : a very poore man : I ani ftaru'd, and have had no meate 
by this light,neuer fince the great floud, I am a poore man, 

Anſ. Well,well,be quier, and you ſhall hauc meate, 

1. Mad. 1,lpray do: for looke 17 be my guts: theſe 
are my ribs : you may look through my ribs; ſee how my guts 
come out : thele are my red guts, my very guts,oh,oh, 

Anſel. Take him in there, 

Omn. A very pittgous fight, 

Caſt. Father, I ſee you haue a buhie charge, 

Anſ. They muſt be vide like children, pleaſed with toyes, 
And anone whipt for their ynrulineſle : 

I'le ſhew you now a paire quite different 

From him that's gone;he was all words, and theſe 
Vnleſſe you vrge em,ſeldome ſpend their ſpeech, 
Bur hauc their rongues : 1a you, this hithermoſt 
Fell fromthe happy quietnes of minde, 

Abour a maiden that he lou'd, and died : 

He followed her to Church, being full of teares, 
And as her body went into the ground, 

He fell ftarke mad, This is a married man, 

Was icalous of a faire, but av/ſoine lay, 

A very vertuous wife, and that'fpoil'd him. 

2.Mad. All theſe are whoremongers, & lay with my wife: 
whore,whore,whore, 

Flu, Obſeruec him, 

2.Mad. Gafter Shoomaker, you puld on my wifes pumps, 
and then crept into her pantofles : lie there, lie there : this was 
her Tailer ; you cut out her looſe-bodied Gowne,and put in a 
yard more then allowed her, lie there by the Shoomaker : O 
maiſter Door ! are you here? you gaue me a Purgation,and 
then crept into my wiues chamber , rofeele her pulſes, and 
you ſaid, and ſhe ſaid, and her maide faid , that they went 
pit a pat, pit a pat, pita pat: doQtor,T'le put you anone into my 
wifes Vrinall : heigh, come aloft Tacke : this was her ſchoole- 
maiſter, and taught her to play ypon the Virginalls, and ill 
his Jacks leapt yp, vp : you prickt her our natking Py 
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lefſons, butTle pricke you all, Fidler-DoRor : Tayler-ſhoo.. 
maker: ſhoomaker, Fidler, DoQor, Tayler : ſo, fie withmy 
wife agen now, 

Caftr. Sec how he notes the other, now he feedes, 

2+Mad. Giue mee ſome porridge, 

3. Mad. Tle giue thee none, 

2. Mad. Giue me ſome porridge, 

3.Mad. Tie not;giue thee a bir, 

2.Mad, Giue me that flap-dragon, 

3.Mad. Tle not giue thee a ſpoonefuſl: thou lieft , jts no 
Dragon tis a Parrat,that I bought for my ſweet heart,and T'le 
keepeit, 

2 Mad. Heere's an almond for Parrat, 
3.ad. Hang thy ſelfe, 
2.Mad. Heere's a rope for Parrat, 
3.Mad. Eate it, for Tlecate this. 
2.Ma, Te ſhoot at thee, if thou lt giue me none, 
3. Mad. Wur thou? 
2.AMa. Te run atiltat thee,if thou giue me none, 
3.Mad. Wurthou? doe and thou dar, 
2 .Mad. Bownce, 
. ad. OT am flaine! murder,murder,murder, 
fam ſlaine, my braines are beaten out. 
Arſ. How now you villains!bring me whips:Ile whip you, 
Ma. 1 am dead,ſlaine, ring our the bell, for I am dead, 
«he. How will you docnow firrayou ha kill'd him, 

2. Mad. Tc anſwer't at Sefſfions: he was eating ofalmond 
Rutter, and I long'd for't : the child had neuer been delivered 
out of my belly, Fi had not kill'd him,Fle anfwert at ſeſſions, 
ſo my wife may be burnt ith hand too, 

Arſ. Take em in both : bury him, for he's dead. (hole, 

3. Mad. I indeede, I am dead, pur me Ipray in a good pit 

3. Mad. Te anfwer't at Sefſions, Exennt. 

Exter e mad, 

Anſ. How now huſwife, whither gad you? 

Bell. A nuttin Rn : bow do you gaffer? how do you 

there's a French curfie for you too, 

Flu. Tis Ballefronte. IS 


Pio, 
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Pie. Tis the puncke y be Lord, 
Duke. Father, whar's the I pray? 
Anſ. As yet I know not, 

She came in but this day, calkes little idlely, 

And therefote haz the freedome of the houſe. 
Bell. Doe not you know me?nor you,nor you. 
Onn. No indeed, 

Bell. Then you are an Aſſe,and you an Aﬀe, and you are an 

Aſe, forI know you, 

Anſ. Why what are they? come, tell me, what are they; 
Bell, They are Fiſh-wiues, will you buy any Gudgeons ? 
gods ſanty, yonder come Friers,I know them too : how doe 
you Fner? 
Emer Hipolito, Matheo and Infelice d;ſywiſde in the 
habires of Friers. 
Anſ. Nay,nay,away,you muſt not trouble Friers: 
The Duke is heere, ſpeake nothing, 
Bell. Nay indeede you ſhall not goe : wee'l run at barley- 
breake firſt, and you (ball be in hell, 
Mat. My puncke turn'd mad whore, as al her fellowes are? 
. Hip. Say nothing, bur ſteale hence, whenyou ſpie time, 
Anſ. Tle locke you vp, if yare vnruly,fie, 
Bell, Fie,mmary {o : they ſhall not goe indeede till I ha tolde 

'em their fortunes, | 

Dake, Good _—_ je her leaue, ſu 

Fell. 1 pray, er,and Ie giue you my bleſſing, 

al briefe,bur if + con hmmare 

Tlc have youlockt vp faſt, 

Pis ,totheir fortunes, 
_ Fell, Lermeſee,1.2.3.and4, Tlebegin with the little Fri- 
er firſt, heer's a fine hand indegd, I never ſaw Frier haue ſuch a 
dainty hand : heere's a hand for a Lady, heere's your fortune, 
You loue a Fricr better then a Nun, 
Yer long you'lloue no Frier, nor no Friers ſonne, 
Bow alittle, the line of Life is out, yer Iam afraid, 
For all y'are holy,you'l not die a maid : God giue you ioy, 
Now to you Frier Tacke. 
Mat, God ſcnd me goodlucke, 
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Bell. You loue one, and one loues you: 
You are a falſe knauc,and ſhee's a lew, 
Heere is a Diall that falſe cuer goes, 
Mat. O your wet drops ! 
Bell. Troth ſo does your noſe: 
Nay lets ſhake hands with you too: 
Pray open, heere'sa fine hand: 
Ho Frier ho, God be here, 
So he had need : youll keepe good cheare, 
Heere's a free table, but a frozen breaſt, 
For you'l ttarue thoſe that louc you befl, 
Yet you haue good fortune, for ifT am noliar, 
Then you are noFrier, nor you,nor you no Frier, 


Ha,ha,ha. Diſconers them. 
Du, Arc holy habites clokes for yillanie ? 
Draw all your weapons. 


Hip. Doe, draw all your weapons, 
Dx. Where are your weapon&9?draw, 
Omn. The Frier haz gulld vs of 'em. 
Mat. © raretricke ! 
You ha learn'd one mad point of Arithmeticke, 
Why ſwels your ſpleene ſo hie? 
Gainſt what boſom would ye your wepons draw 
Hers,tis your daughters:Mine,tis your ſonnes, 
Ds, Sonne! Mar. Sonne,by yonder Sunne, 
Hy. You cannot ſhed loud here but tis your owne, 
To ſpill your owne bloud were damnation: 
Lay ſmooth that wrinkled brow,and Fle throw 


My ſelfe beneath your feet: 
Let it be rugged ſtill and _— 
What can come forth but ſparkÞs that will burne 


Yourſelfe and vs? ſhe's mine,my claime's good, 
She's mine by mariage, tho ſhe's yours by blood. 


* I have ahand(deare Lord)deepein this a&, 
* Forl foreſaw this ſtorme, yer willingly 


Pur forth to meet it : Oft hauc I ſcene a father 
Waſhing the wounds of his deare ſonne in tears, 
A {onne to curſe the ſword that ſrucke hisfaiher, 
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Both ſlaine'ith quarrell of your families, 

Thoſe ſcars arenow tane off: and I beſeech you 
To ſcale our pardon, all was to this end, 

To turne the ancicnt hates of your two houſes 
Te freſh greene fricudſhip, 

That your Loucs might looke 

Like the Springs forchead,comfortably ſweet: 
And your vext loules in peacefull vnion meete, 
Their bloud wil now be yours, yours wilbe theirs 
And happincfle ſhal crowne your filuer haires, 

Flu. You ſee(my Lord)ther's now no remedy, 

Omnm. Beſcech your Lordſhip, 

Ds.Y ou beſeech faire, you haue me in place fir 
To bridle me,riſe Frier, you may be glad 
You can make mad men tame, & rame men mad, 
Since Fate hath conquerd, I muſt reſt content, 
To ſtriue now, would but adde new puniſhment : 
I yceld ynto your happineſle,be bleft, 
Our families ſhall henceforth breathe in reſt, 

Omnm. © happy change! 

Duke. Yours now is my conlent, 

I throw vpon your joyes my full content, » 

Bel. Am not Ia good girle for finding the Frier in the wel? 
Gods ſo, you are a braue man : will not you buy me ſome ſu. 
gar plums, becauſe I am ſo good a fortune teller, 

' Ds. Would thou hadſt wit(thou pretty ſoule)to aske, 
As I haue will to gue, 

Bell, Pretty ſoule, a pretry ſoule is better then apretty bo. 
dy : doe not you know my pretty ſoule? Iknow you: Is not 
your name Mather? Mat. Yeslamb. 

Bell, Baa Lamb! there you lie, for I am mutton : looke fine 
man , he was mad for me once, and I was mad for him once, 
and he was mad for her once, and were you never mad? Yes 
I warrant , I hadafine iewell once, avyery fine iewell, and 
that naughty man ftole it away from mee, a very fine and a 
rich iewell, 

Duke. What iewell pretty maide? 
Bel, Maide,naychat's a lie:O 'ewas 2 very rich i« well cat d 
: : K 3 b'. 1 
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a Maiden-head,and had not you it keerer, 
Mat. Out you mad afſc ! away, 

Duke. Had he thy Mayden-head? 

He ſhall make thee amends, and marry thee, 
Bell, Shal he?O braue Arthur of Bradley then ! p 
Ds, Andif he beare themind of a gentleman, 

I know hee will. 

Mat. Ithinke I rifled her of ſome ſuch paltry jewel, 
Dake. Did you? then marry her, you ſee the wrong 
Haz led her ſpirits into a lunacie, 


Mat. How phony her my Lord? sfoote marry amadwo. 


- man : let a man get the tameſt wife he can come by, ſhee'l bee 


mad enough afterward, doe what he can, 
Dake. Nay then, father Anſehmo here {hall doe his beſt 
To bring her to her wits, and will you then? x 
Mat. I cannot tell,I may chooſe, 
Duke. Nay then Law ſhall compel: Ttell you fir, 
So much her Ld fate moues me, you ſhould not breathe vn. 
der this aire,vnleſſe you married her, 
Mat, Wellthen,when her wits ſtand in their right place 
Tle marry her. : 
Bell. 1thanke yourGrace: Matheo,thou art mine; 
I amnot mad,but put on this diſguiſe, 
Onely for you my Lord : for you can tell 
Much wonder of me, but you are gone : farewell, 
Mathes, thou didſt firſt turne my foule blacke, 
Now make it white agen : I doe proteſt, 
I'm pure as fire now, chaſte as Cynthiaes breaſt, 
Hip. 1durft be ſworne Hatheo ſhee's indeed, 
Hat. Cony-catcht,gulld,muſt I faile in yourflic-boate, 
Becauſe I helpt to reare your maine-maſt firſt? 
Plague found you for't, tis well, 
The Cuckolds ftamp goes currant in all nations, 
Some men ha horns giu'n themar therr creations, 
If Ibeone of thoſe, why ſo : its better 
Te take a common wench,and make her good, 
Then one that fi ,and at firſt will ſcarſe 
Be terpred forth oucr the threſhold doore, 
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Yet in one ſenight turnes arrant whore: 
Com wench, thou ſhalt be mine,grue me thy gols, 
Wee'l ralke of legs hereafter : ſee my Lord, 
God giue vs toy. Omn. Godgiue yoyioy, 
Emter Candidoer wife and George. 

Geo. Come miſtris,we are in Bedlam now, 
See,we come in pudding time, for here's the duke, 

Wife. My husband good my Lord. 

Dwuke. Haue I thy husband? 

Caſt. Its Candids my Lord, he's heere among the lunaticks: 
father Anſelmo, pray fetch him foorth : this mad woman is his 
wife, and tho ſhe were not with child , yer did ſhe long moſt 
fpitcfully to haue her husband mad : and becauſe ſhee would 
be ſure he ſhould turne Iew , ſhe placed him herein Bethlem, 


youder he comes, Emer Candido with Anſelmo, 
Duke. Come hither Signior, are you mad ? 
Cand, Youarenot 


Dake. Why I know rhar, 
Cavd, Then may you know I am not mad thar 

Know y are not mad, and that => the Duke : 

None is mad heere but one . How doe you wife? 

What do you long for now? pardon my Lord: 

She had loft her childes noſeelſe :I did cut our 

Penyworths of lawne, the lawne was mine own: 

A carpet was my gowne, yet 'rwWas mine owne: 

I woremy mans coate, yet the cloth mine owne: 

Had a crackt crowne, ram was mine own, 

She ſayes for this Fam mad: were her words true, 

I hould be mad indeede : O fooliſh $kill! 

Is patience madnefſe? Ile be a mad-man fil. 
Wife, Forgiue me,and Tle vex your ſpirit no more, 
Dwukg. Come,come, weel have you friends, 

Ioyne hearts, ioyne hands, 
Cand. Sce my Lord, we are cuen, 

Nay riſe, for Ul deeds kneele ynto none but heauen. * 
Dwte Signior,me thinkes patience haz laid on you 

Sueb heauy weight, thar you ſhouldlouthe in, 
Caxd, is} | 
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x he whoſe breaſt is tender, bloud ſo coole, 
7 {151 5 «congs heare it, is apaticatfoole ; 
-\fort doe you finde in being ſo calme ? 

"4:4, Thar which groene wounds recciue from ſoueraigne 
P.1:cnce my Lord: Why tis the ſoule of peace ; (balme 
Of a! "he verrues tisneer ſ kin to heauen, , 
It makes men looke like gods: the beſt of men 
Thar ere wore carth about him, was a ſufferer, 

A ſoft,meeke,patient,humble,tranquill ſpiric, 
The firſt true Gentleman that cuer breath'd, 
The Rocke of Patience thencannot be poore : 
All it defires,it haz,,what Monarch more? 
Ir is the greateſt enemy to Law 
That _ be, foritdothembrace all wrongs, 
And ſo chaines vp Lawyers and Womens tongues, 
Tis the perpetuall priſoners liberty : 
His walkes and orchards : tis the bond-ſlaues freedome 
And makes him ſeeme prowd of eachyron chaine, y 
As tho he wore it more for State then Paine: 
It is the beggars mwhcke, and thus (ings, 
Although their hodjes their ſoules are Kings, 
O my dread Liege |, Itis the ſame bliſſe 
Reares vs aloft ; makes men and Angels kifle, 
And laſt of all, zxoend ahouſhold ſai, 
It is the hony gainſt a waſpiſh wife. 

Dwke. Thou giu' it lively colours : who dare ſay 
Hee's mad, whaſewords march in ſo good aray? 
Twere finneall wamen ſhould ſuch husbands _ 
For cuery man muſt then be his wifes ſlaue, 
Cometherefore , you ſhall teachour Courtto ſhive, ; 
So calme a ſpirit is worth a golden Mine, 
 Wiues (with meeke huabands) that to vex them long, 

- In Bedlam muſt they dwell , elſe dwell they wrong, 
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